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PREFACE. 

H P U G H it be dtngcrous to raife too 

great an Expectation, cfpecially in 

Works af this Nature, vherc we are 

topleafe i^n unfatiabls Audience, yet'ti* 

reafonabletaprcpoflifs them in Favour 

of an Author, and therefore borh the 

Prologue SLTii Epilogue '\n(otm*d'you9 That OEdipuf was 

thcmoft celebrated Piece of all Antiquity : That Sopho' 

cles^ not only the grcateft. Wit, but one of the greateft 

Men in jfikins, made it for the Stage at the Publick 

Coftv and that it had the Reputation of being his Ma- 

fter*piece, not only airongft the Seven of his which are 

fljll remaining, but of the greater Number which are 

perifliM. AriftotU has more than once admirM it in his 

Book of Poetry, H^rii^^ has menrion'd it : Lucul/uSy JuUuf 

Cdfar, and other Noble R^mansy have written on the 

fame Subjeft, though their Poems are wholly loft i but 

Sittec0*s is ftill preferv'd. In our own Age, CorneiS^ 

bas attempted it, and, it appears by his Preface, witli 

great Siiccefs : But a judicious. Reader will eafily ob- 

ierve, how much the Copy is inferior to the OriginrJ. 

He tells you himfelf, that he owes a great part of his 

Succefs to the happy Epifode- of r^^t/^»Mnd Dirce\ which^ 

is the fame Thing, as if we fhould acknowled:^^, that 

we were indebted for our good Fortune, to the Uodcr-- 

jpilotof jfiirafiaSf Eurydicty and Creon, Ths Truth is, ha 

miferably fail'd in the Charafter of his Hero : Tf he de- 

fir'd that OEdifus (liould be pitied, he fhouH have m<H!e- 

him a better Man. JHfe forgot that Sophocles J) ad takefi 

care to (hew him in his firft Entrance, a Juft, a Merciful, 

a Succefsful, a Religious Pri»ce, and in fhort, a Tather 

of his Country : Inftead of thcfe, he has drawn him 

fufpicfous, dcfigning, more anxious of k-eping the 

Theban Crown,' than felicitous for the Safety of his Pco- 

fjc : Heftor'dby Thefeus, contemn'd by Dirce^ and fcarce- 

maintaining a fecond Part in his own Tragedy. This 

was an Error in the firft Concoftion ; and therefore nc — 

Vef'to be mended in the fecond, or the third : He ir- 

troduc'd a greater Hcros than 0£^//«/ himfe«f ;, for 

when Thefeuf was onca there, that Companion of Hfrca- 

les muft yield to none : The Poet was obh'g'd to furxjifli 

bim with BudnefSj to make him an Equipage fuitalle^ 

A * ta 
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to his Dignity, and by following him too clofe, to Io£b 
his other King of Brentford in the Crowd. Seneca on the 
other iide, as if there were no fudi Thing as Nature to 
be minded in a Play, is always running after pompous 
Exprefllons, pointed Sentences, Philofophical Notions^ 
more proper for the Study than the Stage : Tba French* 
fnan followed a wrong Scent ; and the R9ma» was abfo- 
Jutely at cold Hunting. All we could gather out of 
ComeiUe^ was, that an Epifode mufl: be, but not his way; 
And Seneca fupply'd us with no new Hint, but only a 
Relation which he makes of his Tirefias raifing the Gnoft 
o£ Lajus ; which is here perform'd in view of the Au-» 
dience, the Rites and Ceremonies fo far his, as bea* 
greed with Antiquity, and the Religion of the Gr^h s^-. 
But he himfelf was beholden to Homer's Tire fiat in the 
Odyffis for fonie of them ; and the reft have been ci^-* 
leftcd from Helidwe's Mtkiopifues, and hucM/C% MriBk9^ 
Sophocles indeed is admirable every where ; and there* 
fore we h«ve follow'd him as clofe as poffibly we coold* 
But the Jithentan Theater (whether more perfefib than 
ours, is not now difputed) had a PerfeSion differing 
from ours. You foe there in every Aft a (ingle ScenSf 
(or two atmoft) which manage the Bufincfs of the Play, 
and after that fucceeds the Chorus^ which commonly 
takes up more time in Singing, than there has been em- 
ployed* in Speaking. The Principal Pcrfbn appears al- 
moft conftantly through the Play ; but the Inferior 
Parts feldom above once in the whole Tragedy. Th© 
Conduft of our Stage is mucK more difficult, where we 
are oblig'd never to lofe any <;onfiderable Charaftef 
which we have once prcfentcd. Cuftom like wife has 
obrain'd, that we muftform an Under-plot of fecond 
PerfonSf which muft be depending on the firft, and their 
Fy-walks muft be like thofe in a Labyrinth, which all 
of 'cm lead into the great Parterre ; Or like fo many fc* 
veral lodging Chambers, which have their Out-lets into 
the fame Gallery. Perhaps after all, ifw^ could Think 
fo, the antient Method, as *tis the eafieft, is alfo the mofi 
Natural, and the Beft. For Variety, as 'tis manag'd, is 
tco often fubjcft to breed Diftraftiont And while w« 
would pleafe too many ways, for want of Art in thtf 
Conduft, we pleafe in none. But we have gi^en you 
more already than was neceflary for a Prefac t. and for 
ought we know, may gain no more by our Inftruftions, 

than 
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tharvthac Politick Nation is like to do, who havctaugfit 
their Enemies to fight fo long, that at laft they are in a 
Condition to invade them. 
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\HEJSr Athens altithe Graecian StM did gwdt^ 
' And Greece ga^ut Laws to s3 the fVorld ^efidt^ 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did fit ^ 
Suprme in Wifiom one, mid ont in^Wit : 
And Wit from iVifdom differed not in thofe, 
But ss 'tw0S fung in P^trfe, or faid in Profe. 
^9^j OGdipus, on crowded Theatres, 
Drew all admiring Eyes and lijfnitsg Earsc ' ' 5 . ,i' 
The fleas' d Sfi^ator Jhouted every Line, ; iV 1 

The noUeJtf manliefi^ and the heft Dejign ! ? 

^nd eiiry Crhick of each learned j^ge. 
By this juft Model has reformtd the Stage, ' 
/Taw, fliould it fail, (as Heaven avert mtr Fear * 
Damn it in Silence, leaft the IVorld fhould heap^> 
For were it known this Poem did not Pltafe, ' 
Tou might fet up for perfe^ Savages, 
Ttur Neigkl^mrs would nop lo^ on you ipfiMtn^ 
But think the Nation aS turnd Pids agon* 
Faith, as you manage Matters, Uis not^fit 
Ton Jbould fuCpefhyoitr Sel'ves-of too muck Wit, • 

Drive not the Jefl too far, But [pare this Piece ; 
And, for this onci^ be nomotie Wife than Gxttcti • 
See twice ! Do not peS-mell to Damning fall, 
' Like trae-bprn Britains, who neer think at ^ff,'. /• 
Pray be advis'd ; and though at Mons you won^ , 
On pointed Cannon do riot always run, 
With fomt refpeff fo antient Wit proceed ; . . 
Tijfi^takt the^ fourfirft Councils for your Creeds i 
B»t, when you lay Tradition wholly hy^ 
And on the private Spirit alone rely,, , 
T«H IturnFanaticks in'your "foetrj, 
Jf, 7iotwithflanding aU that we can fay i- 
Tou needs will have your pen' worths of the Play: 
A^ come refolv'd to Damn, becaufeyou pay^ 
Record it, in Memorial of the FaSi, 
Thefirft Play burydftnotJktJWooUn A£t. hy Df *- 
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Tie amdn rifn u a ptxaive Tuni, rifrifiMmg 
th, frif>r,t Cmditim if t'R'B.'&^S; <k'J 
Bidili apfiir it o DifiMee in tht Sirlttt ; fmc 
fdvtly go nir thi Stage, uktrtjnf. 

EMIT Altander, Diodes md Pyracmon; 

lEthinkswe ftand on niins vKatuw (lialies. 
I About us ■, and the univerfil Frame 
I Soloofe, thatitbatwantsanotherPuITi 
1 To leap from oft its Hindges. LGtobe 
( i)iop.NoSuntochearus, butablqody 

That rowls above •■, a bald and beamlers Fire ; 

His Faceo'er-fTown with Scurf : TheSun slick to»» 

Shortly he'll be an Earth. 

Pyr. Therefore the Seafons , „ . 

Lie aU confns'd ; and, by the' He« n s nreleBetl, 

Forget themfelves: BliiWWinter meets the Summer 

H his Mid way, and,' feeing not his Livery, 

Has driv'n him headlone back ; And the raw Damps 

With fliSRV Wings fly heavily abonr, 

Scmering their Piftilential C9ldsil?iRlKm= „ . 

TkroudiiUtheUzyAir.. • -^^ _ 
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' Ale. Hence Murrains foUow'd on bleating FTocIcsy 
And on the lowing Herds : At laft, the Malady 
Grew more Doraeftick, and the Faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Matter^ Feet. 

Dice. And next his Matter : , 
For all thofe Plagues which Earth and Air had broodedi 
Firfk on inferiour Creatures try'd their Force j 
And laft' they feizM on Man. 

Pyr- And then a Thoufand Deaths at once ^dvanc'd. 
And ev'ry Dart took places all was fo fiidden. 
That fcarce a firft Man fell ^ one but begtn^ 
To wonder, and ftrajght fell a Won4er tpe ; 
A third, who ftoopMto raifet his .dying Friend^. 
Dibpt in the pious Aft. Heard youthat Groan ? 

[Groan within^ 

Dioc. ATroop of Ghofts took flight together there: 
Now Dcath*s grown riotous, and will play no more 
For fingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes. 
How are we furc we breathe not now our laft^ 
And that next Minute, 
Our Bodies caft into fome common Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid by half a People ? 

Ate. There's a Chain of Caufes 
' LinkM to Effefts ", invincible Neceffity 
jThat whatever is, could not but fo have been'. ; 
That's my Security. ITo them^ enter Creon: 

\ Ore. Sohaditneed, whenallourStJ?cetslie.cover'ii 
.With Dead and Dying Men •, 
And Eirth expofes Bodies on the Pavements 
More than pie hides jn Graves ! - 

Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I feeo- 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offices 
Of Marriage and of Death* 

Dioc. Now, QEdipusy 
(If he return from War^ our other Plague)* 
y^ill fcarce find half he left, to grace hisTriumphsi 

Pyfw A feeble Pcean will be.fiing before him. 

Ale, He would do well to bring the Wives andChilr 
Of conquer'd Argians to renew his Thebeu [dren ^ 

Crf* May Funerals meetJuoL Ax 
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At Ae City Gutes, with their detefted Omen. 
X)i©c. Of his Children • 
O-^. Nay, tho*fhebeniy Sifter,-orhi« Wife.^ 
f ^c. O that our T^ri^^/ migkt once again behold 
1J\ Monarch TMoh bom ! . 

X>/V?r. We might have had one.. 
Fyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 
Cre. iCome youVe my Fri&nds. 
The Qpeen my Sifter, after Lajus^s Death^ 
FAt'd to lie fingle *, and fupply 'd his Place 
yVith a young Succeflbr. 

Z>#oc. He muchtefembles her former Husband toc^ 
u4lc. I always thought fo. . 
;/^. When Twenty Winters Bfltorc have grizEl'd hitf 
(He will be v«ry Lapis. £black Locks, 

Cre. So he will : 
Mean time flie ftands provided of a Z^«/, 
More young and vigorous too, by Twenty Springs? 
Thefe Women arefuch cunning Purveyors 1 
Mark where their Appetites have ^ionce becnpleas'd, 
. The fame Refemblance in a younger Loyer 
lies brooding in their Fancies the (kme Pleaftres, 
And, ui^es their Remembrance to Defire. 
. Dice. Had Merit, aot her Dotage, been confider'dj^' 
Then Qreon had been King •, but OEdifuSf 
h Stranger I 

Cne. THkt Word Stranger, I confe(s. 
Sounds harfhly in my Ears. 

Dice. We are your Creatures. ^ 

TheiPeople prone, as in all general Ills,' 
^ To fudden Change ^ the King in Wars abroad 5, 
The Queen, a Woman weak and unregarded *, 
Eurydice the Daughter <if Dead l^ajus^ 
A Princeft young and beauteous, and unmarriedii 
MethinksTrom thele disjointed Propofitions, 
Something might be producM. 

Cre. The Gods have done 
Their Part, by fending this commodious Plagued 
But oh, the Princefs ! her hard Heart is Ihut 
By A<feraftntine. Locks a^nft my Love, ./flft? 
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Jtk.Yonr Claim to her is ftrong : You arc betroth'd) 

Pyr. True i in her Ndnage. 

XHoe. I heard the Prince of Argus ^ young Adrajlns^ 
When he was Hoftage here — 

Cre. Oh Name him not ! the Banc of all ray Mopes ) 
That hot-bf ain'dj head-longWarrior, has thcCharms 
Of Youth, und fomewhat of a lucky Rafhncfs, 
Topleafe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thooghtrefs Sex is caught by outward Fomi^^ 
And empty Noife, and loves it felf in Man. 

Ale, But fince the War broke out about our Fron-^ 
He'^ now a Foe to Tir^w. [tieri, 

Cre. But is not fo to her *, fee, flic appears •, 
Once more Til pro\^c my Fortune : You infinuatc 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Court •, gull 'em with Freedom; 
And you fhall fee 'em tofs their Tails, and gad^ 
As if the Breeze had ftung 'em. 

I>w. We'll about it. [.Exeunt Ale. Dioc. ^ Pyr*. 

Enter Eurydice. 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid-, thou bright Eurydice !: 
A lavifli Planet reign'd when thou wert born v 
And made thee of fuch kindred-mold to Heav'n, 
Jhou feem*ft more Heav'n's than ours. 

Eur. Caft round your^ Eyes •, 
Where late the Streets were fo thick fown with Menj. 
Like Cadmus,Brood they juftled foF the Paflage. 
Now look for thofe erefted Heads, and fee'emr- 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways r 
When you have thought on this, then anfwer mcj 
If thefe be Hours of Courtfliipw 

Cre. Yes, they are ', 
For when tjie Gods deftroy fo faft, 'tis time 
We Ihould renew the Race. 

Eur. What, in the midft of Hotror I 

Cre. Why not then? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 

Eur. Impious Creon ! 

Cre. \Jr\\\x{i Eurydice ! Can you accufe.me of tovei- 
Which is HeavVs Pr^ceptf and not fear That 
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' That Vengeance, which you fay pur fues our Crimes^ 
Should reach your Perjuries ? 

r Ewr. Still th' old Argument. 

I bad you, caft your Eyes on other Men,' 

Now caft 'em on your felf ; Think what you arc^ 

Cre. A Man. 

Eun A Man ! 

Cre. Why doubt you ? I'm a Man; 
k Eur. Tis well you tell me fo, I ftiou'd miftakeyoa 
f. For any other Part o* th' whole Creation, 
Rather than think you Man. Hence from my Sight,' 
Thou Poifon to my Eyes. ^ Qhinks^ 

j • Cre. Twas you firft poifon'd mine j and yetj me- 
My Face and Perfon fliould not make you fport. ' 
\ Eur. You force me, by your Importunities, 
To Ihew you what you are. 

Cre. A Prince, who loves you j 
, And fince your Pride provokes me, worthyour Love ^ 
Ev'n At its higheft Value. - ' 

Eur. Love from thee ! 
Why Love renouac'd thee e'er thou faw*ft the Lighf. 
.Nature her felf ftart back when thou wert bprn ; 

^And cry'd, the Work's not mine 

The Midwife ilood aghaft i and when fhe (aw 
Thy Mountain back, and thy diftorted Lees* 
Thy Face it feU; 

Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man ; 
[ And kalf o'ercome with Beaft, flood cjoubting long,' 
I Whofe Right in thee were more j 
I And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames,' 
Were not the holier Work. 

Cre. Am I to blame, if Nature threw my Body 
In fo perverfe a Mould ? Yet when (he caft 
Her envious Hand upon my fupplc Joints, 
Unable to refift, and rumpled ^em 
:0n heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bunded Work, (he ftampt my Mind more fair i- 
I And as from Chaos^ huddled and deform'd, 
I The God ftrook Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
I That beautify the Sky, fo he informed This 
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J his UI-fliapM Body with a daring Soaf ; 
nd making lefs than Man, hi made me more*" 

Eur. Noi thou art all one Error, Soul and Bod^ 
The iirft young Tryal of fome unskill'd Pow*r j 
Rude in the making Art^ and Ape df Jove. 
The crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Batrk^ 
And wander'd in thy Limbs. To thy own Kind 
Make Love» if thou can'ft find it in the World ; 
And feek not from our Sex to raife an Off*fprhigp 
Which, mingled with the reft, would tempt raeGocS 
To cut off human Kind. j 

Cre* No j let 'em leave 
The jirgian Prince for you : That Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falfe, and break the Vows 
You made to me. 

Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when I was at Nurfe; 

Oe. But hear me, Maid ; * 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd, loitVdOreoni 
Is Matter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion^ fpoil the Gods fine Work, 
And ftab you in his Heart. 

Eur. This when thou doft. 
Then may'ft thou ftill be curs'd with loving me.' 
And, as thou Art, be ftill unpitied, loath'd j 

And let his-Ghoft No, let his Ghoft have reft; 

But let the greateft, fierceft, fouleft Fury, 

Let Crem haunt himfelf. lExU Eufr 

Cre. Tis true, I am 
What flie has told me, an Offence to Sight 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices (een 
By all difecrniqg Eyes, but the blind Vu!gar. 
I muft make hiifte 'ere OEdipus retuin. 
To fnatch the Crown and her •, for I ftill Love j 
But Love with Malice •, as an angry Cur 
Snarls while he Feeds, fo while I feize and ftanch 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. 

Enter 
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jErtUr Tirefias, Uaning on a Staffs led by his Daugh-^ 

' ter Manto. 
i"What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad ! 
Wou'd his Apolla had him, he's too holy 
JFor Earth and me/, I'll fliun bis Walk, and k^k 
My popular Friends iExit Creoru 

Tire. A little farther-, yet a little farther, 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Conduft my weary Steps ", and thou who feeft 
iFor me and for thy felf, beware thou tread not 
With impious Steps upon dead Corps •, — Now ftayj 
Methinks I draw more open, vital Air, where are we? 

Man. Under Covert of a Wall •, 
The moft frequented once, and noify Part 
Of Thebes^ now midnight Silence reigns ev'n hercji 
And Grafs untrodden fprings beneath our Feet. 
TJr. If there be nigh this Place a funny Bank, 
\ There let me reft a while. A funny Bank ! 
Alas ! how can it be, where no Sun fhines! 
Biit a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 
That nods, and fcarce holds up his drowzy Head 
To glimmer through the Damps. "iA Noife w:thmi 
Fallow^folkWjfollovPy -^Creon, ^Creon, yfCreon,] 
' Hark ! a tumultuous Noife, and Crcons Name 
Thrice eccho'd. 

Man. Fly, the Tempeft drives this way. 

77r. Whither can Age and Blindnefs take thcif 

If I could fly, whatcou'd I fuffer worfe, [flight ? 

Secure of greater Ills ! [,N&ife again^CrQan^Crton^c^c. 

Enter Creon, Diodes, Alcander, Pyracmon, fcl- 

lowed by the C cwd, 
' Creon. I thank ye. Countrymen v but mnfl refufe 
The Honours you intend me v they're too great \ 
And 1 am too unworthy \ think agen, 
And make a better Choice. 

T Cit. Think twice ! I ne'er thought twice in all 
my Life ^ that's doable work. 

2 Cit, My firft Word is always my fecond-, ani 
therefore Til have no fecond Word ; And therefore 
oiice again, 1 fay, A Creon. ' B Al 
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jtii A Creonj A Creony A Creon ! 
. Cre. Yet hear me, Fellow-Citiicns. fnefs ! 

Dioc Fellow-Citizens ! there was aWord of Kind- 
. ^Ic. When did OEdipus (alnteyou by. that familiar 

1 Cit. Never, never v he was too prou d. [Name ? 
Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger : 

But u nder him our Thebes is half deftroy'd. 
Forbid if Heav'n the refidue (hould pepfli 
-Under a Theban born. 

Tis true, the Gods might fend this Plague amongyott^ 
Becaufe a Stranger rul'd : But what of that. 
Can Iredrefeit now ? 

3 G>. Yes, you or none. 
•Tis certaixi that the Gods are angry with us,' 
Becaufe he Reigns. 

Cre. OEdipus may feturn : You may be ruin'dJ 
rxC/V. Nay, if that be the matter,w^ are ruinM already.' 

2 C$t. Half of ;is that are here prefent, were living 
Men but Yefterday, and we that are abfent do but 
drop andd rop, andjio Man knows whether he be dead 
or living. And therefore while we are found and well, 
let us fatisfy our Confciences, and make a new King. 

3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to fee another Co- 
ronation, and then if we muft die, we'll go merrily 
together. 

yill. To the Qaeftion, to the Queftion. 

Dloc. Are you content, Creon (hould be your King? 

jilL A Creeny A Creoay A Creoft ! 

lir. Hear me, ye Thebans^ and thou Creon^ hear me. 

I Cit. Who's that would be heard ? We'll hear 
No Man : We can fcarce hear one another. 

T/V. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 

2Cit. Oh, 'tis ylpoUo'sPrkiij we muft hear Wm: 
Tis the old blind Prophet that fees all Things. 

3 Ctt, He comes from the C Jds too, and they are 
our Betters, and in good Manners we muft hear 
him •, fpeak. Prophet. 

aG>. For coming from the Gods, that's no great 
Matter, they can all fay that •, but he's a great Scho- 
lar, he can make Almanacks, and he were put toT, 
Liid therefore," I (ay, hear him. TirJ 
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T*>. When Jlng'ry Hcav n fcatters its Plagues among 
Is it for. nought, ye Thebam! Are the Gods [you, 
Unjuft in punifliing ? Are there no Crimes 
^hich pull this Vengeance down ? 

I 0>. Yes, yes, no doubt there are fome Sins^ 
ftirriog, that are tho Caufe of all. 

3Ci>. Yes there are Sins •, or we (hould have noTaxcs. 

a 0>. For my part, I can (peak it with a fafe Con- 
Icience, I ne'er finn'd in all my life. 

I Cit. Nor L 

3 0>. Nor I. [at our Door?* 

a 0>. Then we arc all juftify*d, the Sin Ijes noc 

7». All juftify'd alike, and yet all guilty ^ 
Were every Man's falfe dealing brought to light. 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Meafures, th*othcr Man's Extortions^: 
With what Face could you t«ll offended Heav'n 
You have notfinn*d ? 

a Cit. Nay, if thefe be Sins, the Cafe is alter'd^ for my 
iparti never thought any Thing but Murder had been 
a Sin. 

Tir. And yet, as if all thefe were lefs than nothing,' 
You add Rebellion to 'em j impious ThebarsI 
Have you not fworn before the Gods to ferve 
And to obey this OEdipusy your King 
By publick Voice elefted ? anfwer me, if this be true ! 
2 Cif . This is true ^but it's ahard World,Neighbours, 
If a Man's Oath muft be his Matter. 

Cre. Speak Diodes •, all goes wrong. 
D/or.How are y ouTraytors,Couhtry men ofThebes?^ 
This holy Sire, who prefles you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firft -, were you not fworn before 
Jo Lajus and his Blood ? 

j4lU We were '^ we were. 

Dioe. While Lajus has a lawful Succeflbr, 
Your firli Oath ftill muft bind : Eurydice 
Is Heir to Lajus \ let her marry Creon : 
* Offended Heav'n will never be appeas'd 
While OEdipus pollutes the Throne of LajuSj 
A Styanger to his Blood. B 2 j4ll. 
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All. WeMl no OEdipus^ no OEdipusl 

1 Cit. He purs the Prophet in a Moufe-hole^^ 

2 C{t. I knew it wou'd be fo •, the laft Man ever 
fpeaks the beft Reafon. 

Tir. Can Benefits thus die ungrateful Ihthans! 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus\ Death, 
The Monfter Sphinx laid your rich Country wafte,' 
Your Vineyards fpoird, your labouring Oxen flew *, 
Your felves for fear niew'd up within your Waifs, 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town, 
But when flie rais'd her Bulk to fail above you> 
She drove the Air around her like a Wirlwind, 
And fhaded all beneath-, *till (looping down. 
She clap'd hcrleathean Wings againft yours To w'rsj 
And thruft out her long Neck, ev'n to your Etoors. 
Dice. Ale. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 
Ttr. You durft not meet in Temples 
Tinvoke the Gods For aid, the proudeft he 
Who lerfs you now, then cowr'd, like a dar'd Lark; 
This O-con fhook for fear, 
The Blood of Lajuj cruddled in his Veins,. 
Till 0£^/pa/ arriv'd. 

Caird by his own high Courage and the Gods, 
Himfelf to you a God : ye offerM him 
• Your Queen, and Crown •, (but what was then your 
And Heav'n authorized it by his Succefs : [Crown 
Speak then, who is your lavs^ful King? 
AH. ;Tis OEdipus. 

Tir. Tis OEdipus indeed : Your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream ; For fomething-ftill there lies 
In Heavens dark Volume, which I read through Mifls: 
'Tis great, prodigious*, 'tis a dreadful Birth, 
Of wonderous Fare \ and now, juft now difclofing, 
I fee , I fee ! how terribly it dawns, 
And niy Soul fickenswith it. 
I Cit. How the God fliakes him ! [Triumph ! 
T/r. He comes! he comes! Viftory Conqueft! 
But oh! Guiltlefs and Guilty: Murder! Parricide-! 
Inceft ! Dlfcovery ! Punifliment-— — *tis ended, 
'And all your Sufferings o*er, '""" A Trum^ 
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'Ji Trumpet within ; Etiter Hxrxion. 

Hdm* Rouze up ye Thehans \ tune your lo Faans! 
Your King returns; the jirgians are o'er. come y 
Their Warlike Prince in fm^eConibatc taken,.. 
And led in Bands by God-like OEdipusi 

AIL OEdipuSj OEdlpuSj OEdlpus I 

Creon. Furies confound his Fortune !— -- lAfidri 
Hafte, all haflc : \^o thcmr. 

And meet with Bleffings our ViftoriouS King y 
Decree Proceflions", bid new Holy-Days ; 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands j 
And raife a Brazen Coltunn, thus infcrib'd, 
To OEdlpus, now twice a Conqueror ; Deliverer of hi& 
Truft me, I weep for joy to fee this Day^ [Thebes^ 

Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep'ft : — Go, 
And, asyou ufe tofupplicateyourGods-[Q)untrymea 
So meet your King with Bayes, andOlive-Branchcs r 
Bow down, and touch his KneeSp and beg from him 
An end of ill your Woes ', for only he 
Can give it you. t£A% Tirefias the People foltamng^ 
Enter OEdipus inTrlutnph \ Adraftus Tri}Qrher\ Dy m'as^ 

Ore. All hail, great 0£^i)j«j •, \_'Train. 

Thou mighty Coaqueror, hail ', welcome to Thebes : 
To thy own Tlebes i to all tha^t's left of Thebes r 
For half thy Citizens are fwept away, and wanting 
To thy Triumph: And we,, the happy Remnant, 
Only live to welcome thee, and Die. 

0Edip4 Thus Pleafure never comes fincere to 
But lent by Heav'ri upon hard Ufury v [Man jv 

And, while Jove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
"Ere it can reach our Lips it's dalht with Gall 
By fome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph ! 
O Conqueft gained abroad and loft at home V 
O Argos ! now rejoyce, for Thebes lies low I - 
Thy (laugh ter'd Sons now fmile, and think they wonf 
When they can count morc7^/?<wzGhofts than theirs. 

Adr.^o \ Argos mourns with72;f ^^j •, you temper*d fo 
Your Courage while you fought, that mercy feem'd 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevailed. 
While Argos is a People, think your Thebes 

B 3 Can 
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Gan never want for Subjefts. Every Natioii 
Will crowd to (erve where OEdipus commands. Ltor f 
Oe.toHkm. How mean it fliews to fawn upon the Vic- 
H^m. Had you beheld him fi^t, you had faid other-* 
Come 'th brave bearing in him not to envy [wife ^ 
Superiour Virtue. 

OEdip. This indeed is Conqueff, 
To gain a Friend like you \ why were we Foes?' 

jidr. 'Caufe we were Kings, and each disdainM am 
I fought to have it in my pow*r to do [Equal* 

What tKou haft done •, and (b to ule'^y Q)nqqeftji. 
To fhew thee, Honour was my only Motive. 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 
And Thehis thus wafte, I would not take the Gift^ 
Which, like a Toy dropt from the Hands of Fortune^' 
tay for the next Chance-comer* 

OEdip^. emhrachig. No more Qptive, 
But Brother of thje War. Tis much morcplealanfei 
And fafer,. truft me, thus to meet thy Love, 
Than when hard Gantlets clenched our Warlika 
And- kept Vm from foft ufe.. [Hands, 

uidr. My Conqueror ! [alive* 

OEdip * My Friend ! that other Namekeeps Enmity 
But longer to detain thee were a Crime v Cl^i^^r* 
ToXove, a.nd to Euridyc.Cjy go free. 
Such welcome as a ruined Town can give, . 
Expcft from me •, the reft let her fupply. 

j^u/r. 1 go without a Bluft , though conquer'd twicej-. 
By you and by my Princefs* lEx. Adraftus. 

Cre. [^^f .]Then I am conquered thrice ;by OEdipus^ 
Aadher, and ev'n by him, the Slave of both. 
Gods, Tm beholdento you,for making me yourlniagei 
Wou'dl cou'd make you mine^ \,Ex. Creon. 

Enter the People with Branches in thleir Hands^ holdings 
them upy and kneeling : Two Priefii before them. 
OEdip. Alas, my People ! * 
What means this fpeechlefs Sorrow, down caft Eyes^, 
And lifted Hands ! if there be one ^mong you 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, fpeak for the reft. . 
i Pr. O Father .of thy Country ! 
hee tJiefe Kpces ate bent, thcfcEyes are lifted,, &^ 
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Tis to a tffiblc Divinity^ C^ncfs of Mankind i 

A Prince on whom Heat'n Tafdy might f epofe the Buf, 
For Providence might on riiy careful Bofom flcep fef 
And leafe her Task to thee. [cure. 

But whore's the Gtory of thy former Afts ? 
Ev*n that's deftroy*d when none fliali live to fpeak it: 
Millions of Sub)cfts (halt thou have j but mute. 
A People of the dead j a crowded Defart. 
A Midnight Silence at the noon of Day- iPity; 

OEdip. O were our Gods as ready with theii; 
As I with mine, this>n:efcnce ffiou'd be throng'd 
With an I left alive V an* my fad Eyes 
Hotfearch in vain for Friends, whofepromisM Sight 
Flatter'd my toils of War. 

I Pr. Twice our Deliverer; [fleeps: 

OEdip. Norarenow yourVows addrctt to one who 
When this unwelcome News firft reach'd my Earsj, 
Bypias was lent to Delphos to enquire 
The Caufe and Cure or this contagious III, 
And is this Day returned ^ but fince his Meffage- 
Concerns the Publick, 1 refused to hear it 
But in this general Prefencev let hifn fpeaL 

JDyml A dreadful Anfwer from thehoIlow'dUmi 
And fecred Tri^m did the Pricfteft give, 

in thefe myfterious Words, 

The Cfeacie. Shed in a cwrfcd Hbur^ fy curfed'Hand^ 
Blood-Royal unrevengd, has cursed the Land: 
When I ajus Death is expiated weSy 
Tour Plague jhall ceafe : the refi let La jus ff 5. 

OEdip. Dreadful indeed ! Blood, anda King's Blood 
And fudl a King's, and by his Subjeas fhed v [too ; 
( Elfe why this curfe on Thebes ?) no wonder then 
If Monfters, Wars, and Plagdes revenge fuch Crimes^ 
If Heav'n be juft, its whdfe Artillery 
All muft be empty 'd on us •, Not one Bblt 
Shall err from Thebes'^ but more be call'd for, more.; 
New moulded Thunder of a Urger Size j 
Driven by whole Jove. What, touch anointed Pow'r I: 
Then Gods beware •, Jove wou'd himfelf he next, . 
eoi^youbttt'T^di him too^ "" ZPrf 



a |V; We mourn the fad RcmembraiSa! 

OEdip. Well you xnay : 
Worfe than a Plague infers you ; y'arc devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th' infernal PowVs i 
Hell has a aright in you \ I thank you Gods, 
That I'm no Thdfan born \ how my Blood cruddles ! 
As if this Curfe touched me ! and touched me nearer 
Than all this Prefaice ! - Yes,*tis a good King'« Blood, 
And I, a King, am ty*d in deeper Bonds 
To expiate this Blood-, But where, from whom',' 
Or how muft I attone it ? tell me, Thebansj 
How Lajus fell? for a eonfusM Report , 
Pafi'd through my Ears, when firft I took the Crown \ 
But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, 
It vanifh*d in the Bufinefs of the Day: 

1 Pr. He Went in private forth j but thinly fol- 
And ne'er returned to Thebes. Dow^ ^ 

OEMp. Nor any from him ? Came there no At- 
Hone to bring the News ? [tendant? 

2 Pn But one ^ and he lb wounded, 

He fcarce drewBreath to fpeakfome few faintWprdsJ 

OEdip. What were they ? fomething may be learnt 
from thence, 

vPr. Hefaid a: band of Robbers watch'd their Paf- 
Who took advantage of a narrow Way [(age ^, 

To murder Lajus and the reft •, h'imfelf 
Left too for dead. 

OEdip. Made you no more Enquiry, 
But took this bare Relation ? 

2 Fr. 'Twas neglefted : 
For then the Monfter Sphinx began to rage;.. 
And prefent Cares foon buried the remote j . 
So was it hufli'd, aaid never fince revived. 

OEdip. Mark, Thehans mark ! 
Juft then, the Sphinx began to rage among youy 
The Gods took hold ev*n of th* offending Min ute^ 
And dated thence your Woes \ thence will I trace 'em . 

I Pr. Tis juft thou fhoulo'ft. [it • - 

' OEdip* Hear then this dreadful Imprecation jv heat 
*Tis lay'd on all j not any one exempt ; Bear£r • 
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Bear witnefs Heav'n, avenge it on the perjur'd. 
If any Theban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Atrthor, 
Ten atti^ue Talents be his juft Reward \ 
Bat, . if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The Murderer he conceal, the Curfe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his Head •, Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, a^d place 'em there •, from Fire and Waleri 
Converle, and all Things common be be banifh'd. 
But for the Murderer's felf, unfound by Man, 
Find hini ye Pbw'rsCoeleftial and Infernal-, 
'And the fame Fate, or worfe than Lajus met, 
Let be his Lot ^ his Children be accurft •, 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be cursed. 
Both Pr. Confirm it Heav'n ! 

-E/zfer" Jocafta, attended hy Women. 
y^r. At yourDevotions ! Heav'n fucceedyourWilhes^ 
And bring th' efFeft of thefe your pious Prayers 
On you, and me, and all. 
Pr. Avert this Omen, Heav'n ! 
OEdip, O fatal Sound, unfortunate 3f(?tf/i/?<i / 
What haft thou faid ! An ill Hour haft thou chofeii 
For thefe fore-bodingWords ! Why, we were curfing! 
y^r-Then may that Curfe fall only where you kid it. 
OEdip. Speak no more ! 
For all thou lay'ft is ominous : We were curfing ; 
And that dire Imprecation haft thou faften'd 
On Thebesi and tncc and me, and all of us. 

Joe. Are then my Bleffings tum'd into a Curfe ? 
O Unkind OEdipus. My former Lord 
Jhought me his Ble fling: Be thouiike my Lt^usl 

OEdip. What yet again ! TheThirdTimehaftthori 
This Imprecation was for Lajus Death, [curs'd me? 
And thou haft wifh'd me like him. 
Joe. Horror feizes me ! . 

0£^j>. Why doft thou gaze upon me ? PrithecLove 
Jake off thy Eyes j it burthens me too much. 

Joe. The more I look, the more I find of Lajus^' 
His Speech, his Garb, his Aftion •, nay, his Frown ; 

(For rhav€ feen it •, ) buttt«'er bent on me @Ed^ 
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OEdipl Are we To like ? 

Joe. in all Things bat his Love, [fpeak how welL 

0£rf/p.I love thee more : So well Hove, Words cam 
No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more 
Than I ray dear Jocafia. [you ch\dr 

Joe. I love you too the felf fame way : And when 
Methought a Mother's Love ftart up in your Defeace, 
And bad me not be angry ; be not you \ 
For I love Lajus ftili as Wives fliou'd love : 
But you more tenderly •, as part of me \ 
And when I have you in my Arms, methinks I lull my 

OEdip. Then we are bleft i [Child afleepi 

And all thefe Curfes fweep along the Skies 
Like empty Qouds \ but. drop not on our Heads. 

Joe. 1 have not joy 'dan Hour fince you departed^ 
For publick Miferies, and for private Fears v 
But this bleft Meeting has o'er-paid ''em alK 
Good Fortune that comes feldom comes more wel- 
AII I can wifli for now, is your G)nfeftt Cconte; 
,To make my Brother happy. 

OEdip. How, Joeajta t 

Joe. By Marriage with his Niece^ Eurydke f 

OEdipXJnclt andNiece ! They are too near myLo ve i 
'Tistoo likelnceft r Tis Offence to Kind ! 
Had I not promised, were there no Adrafius^ . 
No C2ioicebat CreonXtit her of Mankind, 
They ftiotfd not marry ; (peak no more of it ^ 
iThe Thought difturhs me. 

Joe. Heav'n can never blefsa Vx)W fo broken J 
^Which I made toCreon \ remember he^s my Brother^ 

OEdip. That*! ^^® ^*^ ^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^ Daughter- 
]Na t ure wouM abhor to be forc'dback again upon horfelf. 
And like a Whirl-pool fwallow herown Streams. 
Joe. Be not difpleas'd, I'll move the Suit no moreJ 
0£^i>.No,do not \ for, I know not why,it makes mc 
When ibut think on Inceft ; move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succefs, and pray 
Jo walh the Guilt of Royal Blood away, Ex. onmes. 

•&% ACT. 
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ACT IL & C E N E L 

S C £ Isl B An open Gallery. A Royal Bed-Cham^ 

ber^ %eing fuffos^d behind, 

TTje Time^ Night. Thmder^ See. 

"Enter HsBinon, Alcander and Pyracmonr I 
HAmon. 

U R E;ti$ theEnd of allThings! Fate has torti 
The Lock of Time ofF, and his Head is now 
The ghaftly Ball of round Eternity ! 
Call you thefePeals of Thunder^but theYawn 
Of bellowing Clouds ? By Jove^ they (eem to me 
The Worlds laft Groans -, and thofe vaft Sheets of 
Ate its lafl: Blaze ! The Tapers of the Gods, [Flame 
'The San and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes *, 
The fliooting Stars, end all in purple Gellics, 
.And Chaos is at Hand. 

Tyr. 'Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban fleeps^ 
*But fuch as ne'er muft wake. All crowd about 
The Pa)ace, and implore, as from a God, 
'Help of the King ; who, from the Battlement, 
^By the red Light*ning's glare, defcry'd afar. 
Atones the angry Powers. \Xhunder^ 8ccl 

H<tm. Ha ! Pyracmonj look ', 
Behold, Alcander^ from yon' Weft of Heav'n, 
The perfeft Figures of a Man and Woman : 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each right Hand,' 
Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 
Diftinftly yonder in that point they ftand, 
Juft Weft ^ a bloody red ftains all the Place : 
And fee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 

Pyr. Clufters of Golden Stars hang o'er their Heads^ 
AndTsem (b crouded, thatthev burft upon *em : 
All dart at once their baleful Influence 
In leaking Fire* 



Like flaming Porcupines, to their left SidcsJ 

As they would flioot their Quills into their Heam,' 

Hdm. But fee ! the King, and Queen, and all the 

Did ever Day or Night (hew out like this ? [Court ! 

iThmders again. The Scene dram^ and dijc9vcrs 

the Prodigies: 

Enter OEdipus, Jocafta, Eurydice^ Adraftus, ofrdaM 

coming forward with Amaxjemem. [Noife, 

OeJ^. Anfwer, you Pow'rs Divine i fparc all this 
This rack of Heav'n, and fpeak your fatal Pleafure. 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away i 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monft'rousNighti 
Burft forth fuch Myriads of abortive Stars ? 
Ha ! my Joca(tay look ! the Silver Moon ! 
A fetling Crimfon ftains her beauteous Face ! 
She's all o'er Blood ! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myttick Heav*ns, Ihe journeys on ? 
A vaft Eclipfe darkens the labouring Planet. 
Sound there, found all our Inftruments of War ; 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Brafs, and Iron, • 
And beat a thoufand Drums to help her Labour. 

Adr. 'tis vain *, you fee the Prodigies continue; 
Let*s gaze no more, the Gods are humorous. 

P£^/p. Forbear, rafh Man— -Once more I ask 
your Pleafure 1 
If that the Glow-worm light of human Reafon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
V7hy do the Rocks fplit, and why rouls the Sea ? 
Why thofe Portents in Heav*n,and Plagues on Earth? 
Why yon* Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monftcrs ? 
Alas ! is all this but to fright the Dwarfs 
Which your own Hands have made ? Then be it fbJ 
Or if the Fates refolve fome Expiation - 
For murderM Lajus \ hear me, hear me, Gods ! 
Hear me thus proftrate. Spare this groaning Land,' 
Save innocent Thebes j flop the Tyrant Death •, 
Do this, and lo I ftand up an Oblation 
To meet your fwifteft and fevereft Anger, 
b ot all at once, and fir ike me to the Center, The 
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Tiie Cloud draws that viWd the Heads of the Figures 

in the Skjy a?idjherps ^em Crown' d^ with the. Names 

ijf OEdipus and Jocafta written above in great 

CharaEterf of Gold. 

Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senfes 
Are vanifhM with that Cloud that fleets away j 
Or juft above thofe.two Majeftick Heads, 
I fee, I read diftinftly in large Gold, 
OEdipus and Jocajia* 

Ale. I read the faaie.- 

Adr. Tis wonderful •, yet ought not Man to Wade 
Too far in the vaft deep of Deftiny. 

[Xhunder \ and the Prodigies vanifh. 

Joe. My Lord, my OEdipus^ why gaz;: you now^ 
When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had fome new Monfters made,? Will you not turn,' 
And blefs your People i who devour each Word 
You breathe ? 

OEdip. It ftiall be fo. 
Yes,, I will die, O Thekes^ to fave thee ] 
Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more content 
Than e*er I wore thy Crown. Yet, Jocafia ! 
By all the Indearments of miraculous Love. 
By all our Languifhings, our Fears in Pleafure, 
Which oft have made us wonder ; here I fwear 
On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaft 1 fwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods fliould doom my D^ath. 

Joe. ^Tis nT)t you, my Lord, 
But he who i;iurderM Lajus^ frees the L^nd : 
Were you, which* is impoflible, the Man, 
Perhaps my Poniard firft fhould drink your Blood ', 
But you are innocent, as your Jovafta^ 
From Crimes like thoff. This nnne me vivolent 
To fave your Life, which you unjuft would lofe : 
Kor can you comprehend, with deepeft Thought, 
The horrid Agony you caft me in, 
When you refolvM to die. 
' OEdip. Is't poffible ? G Joe. 



Joc.'hh^l whyftartyou fo? Her ftiff •riing Griet 
-Who faw her Children flaoghter'd all at oaice, 
Was dull to mine : Methinks I Qiould have made 
My Bofom bare againft the armed God, 
To favc my OEcUpus ! 

OEdip. I pray, no more. 

Joe. You've filenc'd me, my Lord. 

' OEdip. Pardon me, dear JocaAa ^ 
•Pardoa a Heart that finks with Sufferings,' 
And can but vent it felf in Sobs and Murmurs; 
Yet to reftore my Peace, Til find him out. 
Yes, yes, you Gods ! you fliall have ample Vengeance 
On Lajus Murderer. O, the Traytor's Name1 
I'll know't, I will i Art fliall be conjured for ir, 
And Nature all unravel'd. 

Joe. iSacred Sir _ [fetch him, 

OEdip. Rage will have way, and^tis but juft j PH 
Tho' lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing, 
Tho' Rocks fhould hide him i nay, he (hall bedragg'd 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along : 
His Ghoft ftiall be, by fage Tirefias Pow'r, 
(Tirefias^ that Rules all beneath the Moon J 
Confin'd to Flefh, to fuffer Death once more. 
And then be plung'd in his firft Fires again* 

Enter Creon. 

Cre. My Lord, 
Tirefias attends your Pleafure.' 

OEdip. Hafte, and bring him in* 
O, my Jocafia^ Eurydlce^ Mrafius^ 
Creotiy and all ye Thebans^ now the End 
Of Plagues, of Madnefs, Murders, Prodigies,' 
Draws on •, this Battel of the Heav'ns and Earth 
Shall by his Wifdom be reduced to Peace. 
Enter Tirefias^ ieofiing on a Staffs led by his Daughter 

MxxMo-i follow' d by other Thebans. 
O thou, whofe moft afpiring Mind 
Knows all the Bufinefs of the Courts iibove. 
Opens the Clofets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with 7(?2^ffhimfelf -and Fate at Council; 
^© Prophet, anfwer me, declare aloud ^ The 
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The Traytor who confpirM the Death of Layus: 
Gr be they more, who from malignant Stars 
Have drawn this Plague that blafts unhappy. Thebes f 
lit. We muft no more than Fate commiflions us 
To tell \ yet fomething, and of moment, Til unfold,. 
If that the God wduld wake \ I feel him now. 
Like a ftrong Spirit charmed into a Tree, 
That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Winct. 
The rouzed God, as all this while he lay 
lntomb*d alive, ftarts and dilates himfelf j 
He ftruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk [Skin^ 
With holy Fury, my old Arteries barft, my rivel'il- 
Like Parchment, crackles at the hallowM Fire \ 
Ifliall be young again; Marttdj my Daughter, 
Thou haft a Voice that might have fjiv'd the Bard 
Of Thrace^ and forc'd the raging Bacchanals,, 
With lifted Prongs, toliften to thy Airs r 
GChardi this Ood^ this Fury Jn my Bofomi 
Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings^ 
With powVful Strains i Mant^ my lovely Child^. 
Sooth the unruly <jo<i-head to be mild»^ ' 

SONG to JPOILO: 

pHcebus, God hlov*d by Me^ ^ 
■*" At thy dawn J tvery Bea(t is rauz^edin his Dm \ 
Jit thy fettiufgy aU the Birds ojthy Ab fence complain'^ 
.Atd roe die J all die ^tiU the morning comes again .r 

Phoebus, God belovd by Men I 

Idol of the Eafiern Kings j 

Awful as the God who flings 

His Thtatder round, and th^ Lightening 9ingi^^ 

God of Songs, and Orphean Strings,. 

Who to this mortal Bofom brings. 

All harmonious heavmy Things t 

Thy drouZM Prophet to revive. 
Ten thoufand thoufand Forms before him drive : 
With Chariots and Horjes all o^ fire awake him, 
Omvulfions, and Furies, and Profhefies (hake him r 
Let himteU io in Groans, tho^ he bend with the Loadj 
Thf heburfi with the Weight of thet err ible God. Ttrl 



22 OE D I P U si; 

T$r. The Wretch who flied the Blood of Old Lah- 

Lives, and is Great *, [dacidij^ 

But cruel Greatnefs ne'er was long. 

The firft of Lajvs Blood his Life did feize, 

'And urgM his Fate, 

Which elfe had lafting been and ftrong. 

The Wretch, who LajusYxlYi^ niuft bleed or fly j 

OxThebeSi confana'd with Plagues, in Ruins lie. 
OEdip.The firft of Lajus Blood ! pronounce thePer- 

May the God roar from thy prophetickMouth, [fon-, 

That even the Dead may ftart up, to behold. 

Kame him, I fay, that moft accurfed Wretch, 
, For by the Stars he dies. Speak, I command thee. 

By Phoebus^ fpeak \ for fudden I>eath*s his Doom. 

Here fhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot. 

His Name, I charge thee once more, (peak. 
77r. Tis loft. 

Like what we think can never Ihon RemettobVance'^ 

.Yet of a fudden*s gone beyond the Qourfs. [it be. 
OEdip. Fetch it from thence v Tllhav't where-e'er 
Crcn Let me mtre^t you, iacred Sir, be calm^ 

'And Creon fhal! point out the great Offender. 

*ris true, refpeft of Nature might in join 

Me Silence at another Time*, but, oh, 

Much more the Pow*r of my eternal Love ! [try--- 1 

That, that (hould ftrike medumb.YetTfce<^wmyCoun- 

ril break through all, to fuccour thee, poor City *• , 

O, I muft fpeak. 
OEdib, Speak then, if ought thou know'ft 5 

As much thou feem'ft to know, delay no.longen 
Cre. O Beauty ! O illuftrious Royal Maidr I 

To whom my Vows were ever paid 'till now ^ 

And with fuch modeft, chafte and pure Affeftron,' 
Thecoldeft Nymph mightread 'em without bluOiing 
Art thou the Murd'refs then of wretched Lajus I 
And I, muft I accufe the« ! O my Tears ! 
Why will you fall in fo abhofd a Gaufe? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deftroy'd 
Thy Father (O mohft'rous Aft !) both Gods 
And M<^n at once take notice. 0£dt] 



OEdip* Eurydice! 

Eur. Traytor, go on v I fcorn thy little Malice^. , 
And knowing more my perfeft Innocence, 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more thaflthee^,. 
Who art their oppofite, and form'd a Lyar, 
I thus dilciain thee ! Thou once didft talk of" Love ^, 
Becaufe I hate thy Love^ thou doft accufe me. . 

^dr. VillaiD) inglorious Villain, 
And Traytor^ doubly damned, who durll bk^hem^ 
The rpotlefs Vertue of the brighteft Beauty j^ 
Thou dy'ft : Nor ihall the facred Majefty, 

ll>raii^s androounds hlmi- 
That guards this Placc>^ preferve thee from my Rage.. 

OEdip. Di&rm 'em both : Prince, I fhallmakeyoa^ 
That I can tame you twice* Guards (eize him. [km>wsf 

jidr. Sir, I muft acknowledge in another Caole: ' 
Repentance might abafti me i but I gloiy 
In this, and imile.to fee the Traytor*s Bloods 

OEdip. Oremty you ihall be fatisfy*d at full. 

Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir vbutl appear 
To wife Tirejhsi if mv Accufation 
Be not moft true* Tne firft of L^us Blood 
Gave him his Death.. Is there a Prince before her t^ 
Then fhe is Faultlefs, and 1 ask her Pardon.* 
And may this Blood ne'er ceafe tadrop, O^Thebesi^ 
If Pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 
To ihew the Cure which Hcav'n it felf prefcrib^d. 

Eur. Yes, ThebrniSy I will die to fave your Live%, 
More willingly than you can wifti my Fate ^ * , 
Bat let- this goody this wife, this holy Man, ^ 
Pronounce my Sentence :. For to fall by him,:. 
By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain^ 
>Vould fink my Soul, tho' I fhould die t Martyr?^ ^ 

uidr. Unhand me. Slaves^ Qmigbtieft of King^i> 
See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to kneel j,; 
Touch not Eurydice^ by all the Gods, 
As you would fave your JhebtSy but take my Dfc t: 
For Ihould Ihe psriftt Heav*h would heap Plagues on 
Rain Shlphur dovs^, hurl kindled Bolts tPlagucs, 
Ijoa.^^our guilty Heads* " C $ Cre^ 
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Cre. You turn to Gallantry, vrhat is bat Jafticc \ 
Proof will be eafy made. Adr alius was . 
The Robber who bereft th* unhappy King 
Of Life ', becaufe he flatly had deny'd 
To make lb poor a Prince his Son-in-Law ; 
.Therefore 'twere fit that both ibould perifli: 

I Theb. Both, let both die. 

AU Theb. Both, both •, let *em die. [hcr^ 

etEdip.liQnce^you wiWHerd ! For yourRing-leader 
He fhaU be made E!iiample. Hdmon^ take him* 

J Theb. Mercy, O Mercy. • 

OEdip. Mutiny in my Prelence ! 
Hence, let me fee that bufy Face no more. [Rage T 

Tir, Thebansy what Madnefs makes you drunk wijh. 
Enoi^h of guilty Death*s already afted : 
Fierce Crton hasaccas*d Eundiei^ 
With Prince Adrafius -, which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fates in doubtJ. 

OEdipi Therefore inftruft us what ftniainsto do,v 
Or fuflfer i for I feel a Sleep like Death 
4Jpon me, and I figh to be at reft. • 

Tin Since tharthe PowVs Divine refufe to clear 
The rayftick Deed, Pll to the Grove of Furies i 
There i'can force th' infernal Gods to (hew 
Their horrid Korms^ each tremblingGhoftniallrife,. 
And leave their grizly King without a Waiter. 
For Prince Adrafius and Eurydicey 
My^ lifers engag'd, PIl guard 'em in the Fa.ne> 
'Till therdark Myfteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me. Princes j Thebansy all to reft. 
O, OEdipusy to morrow-— but no more. 
If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 
Indulge thy Brain this Night with fofter Slumbers.* 
To Morrow, Q to Morrow U — deep, my Son^ 
And in propbeiick Dreams thy Fate be fliown. 

[£^. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. and Thebi 
Manm OEdipus, Jocafta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hx- 

mon, and Alcander. 

OEdip. To BedjHiy Fair, my Dear, m v b^^ft Jocafia^ 
After the Toils ot War, •tis wondVo us ft cringe Qor; 
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OffT toves Riould thus be dafli'd. Gfie Semcnti 
AtKl ru approach the Arms of my belov*d . [Thought 
Jqc. Confume wholeYears in Care, lb now and then* 
I«ay have leave to feed my famifli'd Eyes 
With one fliort paffing Glance, and figh my Vows;' 
This>^ and no more, my Lord,^ is alt the Paflion 
Qf languiftimg Jocafia. lExit: 

OEdip. Thou fofteft, fweeteft of the World ! good ' 
Nay, (he is beauteous too ^ yet, mighty LoVc V [Night. . 
I never ofFerM to obey thy Laws, 
But an uiiufual Chilnefs came upon me j 
An unknown Hand ftiii checkM my forward Jdyv 
DaOi'd me with Bluflies, tho* no Light was near ) 
That ev*n the Aft became a Viofetion, 
Pyr. He's ftrangely Thoughtful; [call me ? 

OEdip^ Hark hWho was that ? Ha ! CreottyAia'A thou 
Ore. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here, 
OEdip. That's ftrange ! Methought I heard a doleful 
CryM OEMpus — The Prophet bad me fleep. [Voice 
He talk'd ot Dreams, and Vifions, and to morrow ! 
riLn^ufe no more*on*t, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ^ 
And with thofe Thoughts FlI reft; Crepn^ good Night.l 

'[&>. iwVAHcem. 
. Crf . Sleep (eal your Eyes up, Sir, eternal Sleep, 
But if he muft fleep and awake again, O all 
"Zormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Nigbt> 
^ And Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air. 
*From Precipices hurl him headlong down \ 
Chcuybiii's roar, and Death be fet before him. 

^Ic. Your Curfes have already tak n efFeft j 
Foe lie looks .very fed. 

Oe. May he be rooted, where he flands, for ever y 
His Eye- balls never move, Brows be unbent i* 
«is Blaod,.his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place^ I wifh him. Hell. 

Pyr. No more : You tear your felf, but vex not him.^ 
Methinks 'twere brave thisNigbt to force theTemple,; 
While blind Tirefias conjures up the Fiends,, 
Aud.;pafc.the Vvx^ with^nice- Eur^diccK. jilu 
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jili. Try Promifefc and Threats, aiul if all fail; 
Since Heli*s broke loole, why fliould notyoti be mad? 
Raviih, and leavd her dead with her Airbus. 

Crf .Were theGiobe, mine Pd give aProvince hourly 
For Tuch another Thought. Luft, and Rerei^ I 
To ftab at once the only Man I hate. 
And to enjoy the Woman whom I love I 
I ask no more of my auTpicious Stars, 
The reft as Fortune oleafe ^ fo but this Night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever* 

Enter Hxmon* 

iHdini. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reft 5 
Yet, *ere he flept, commanded me to clear 
The Anti-Chambers \ none muft dare be near him. 

Ore. Hamwy yo.u do your Duty •, — [Thunder. 
And we obey. — The Night grows yet more dreadfiil ! 
•Tis juft that all retire to their Devotions v 
The Gods are angry •, but to Morrow's dawn. 
If Prophetsdo not lie,will make all clear. [^/ribg^^# agr 
pEdipas enters^ walking afUvp in his Shirty witha^ 

jD/^er in his Right Hand, andalaper in his Left. 

OEdip. O, my Joeafia ! 'tis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground 1 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arim. 
To be thus circled, to be thus embraced ', 
That I could hold thee ever !-.-Ha ! where art thotr>^ 
What means this melancholy Light, that Teems 
The Gloom of glowing Embers ? 
The Curtain's drawn j and fee^ fliers here again r 
Jeeafia? Ha ! what, fallen afleep fo foon ? 
How fares my Love ? This Taper will inform mei 
Ha ! Lightening blaft me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to /Vtf;wfrk«/ Rock, , 
And Vultures gnaw out my inceftuous Heart;. 
By all the Gods I my Mother Merope ! 
My Sword, a Dagger-, Ha, who waits there ? Slaves^ 
MySword i what,^^/w»,dar'ft thou,Villain,ftop me >- 
With thy own Ponyard perifli. Ha \ who's this > 

Qfi^'^^.c^angeofDeath? By allmy Honours, Ifcwi 
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New Murder ; thou haft flain old Polyhu. 
Inceft and Parricide, thy Father s murder d I 
Out thottinfernal Flame. Now all is dark, 
AU blind and difmal, moft triumphant Mifchrtf! 
And now while thus.l ftalk about the Room, , 
I challenge Fate to find aiwther Wretch 
Like 0-^iptts ! [Thunder, &c. 

Enter Joci^i mended, mth Lights, inaNigkgmn. 
OEdip. Night, Horror, Death, Confufion, Hell,and 
Where Im I ? O* '^ocafta, let me hold thee, [Furies ! 
Thus to my Bofom, Ages let me g«fp *««• 
All that the hardeft temper'd wearfier d Rcfb, 
With fierceft human Spirit mfoir'd, can dare^ 
Or do, I dare •, but oh, you Pow rs, this was 
Bjf infinite degrees too much for Man. 

Methinks my deafen'd Ears ^,r^,^rVA^ 

Areburft-, niy Eyesasif Aey^dtKjenkn^k^ 

By fome tempeftuous Hand, ihoot flafhmgFure , 
That Sleep Ihould So this ! 
' loc. Then my Fears ware true. • 

M^hought I h^rd your Voice, and yet I doujted^ 
Now rearing like the Ocean, when the Wmds 
Fight with the Waves;, now, m a ftil fmaU twifi 
Ywir dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 
After the Ireadful Yell, fink mutmunng down, 

^'gETSmt^uFaireft.l.ftofam^ 

None e^er in Dreams was tortur ^^^ ^f !f J«- , . 
Yet what moft ftiocks the nicenefs of my Temper^ 
• E^'n for beyond the killing of my Father^^^^^ 
And my own Death, is, that *« hornd Skep 
Dilh'd my fick Fancy with an Aa of Jnceft. . 
I dteimu Jocafta, that thou wcrt my Mother , 
Whk, tho- uip^fTible, fo damps my Spirits,, 
That I cou'd do a Mifchief on my felf, . 

Leaft I ftould fleep and dream the like again. 

Joe.. O, OEdii^s, too well lunderftandyou! 
I know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thehcs, 

The Cries'of its Inhabitants^ ^^USte Are 

And thwrand Other UbQurs of the, Stite, i^r? 
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Jfic. O, you think me vfle, 
tH f I i"?'nation fo- ignoble; 

«e witnefs, Gods, and ftrike Jcca/ta dead, 
f nfl '!5™°<J«ft Thoaght, or low ttefire 

tSJ • T,°A ^'"5.*'^« *''*" «" "ly Torments. ^ 

Kn^ k! ♦k "1*» J ^''«^» tiey *r« rnoft true. 
£ i.^ *5^^ '^'^^ *«y wy'^ I h«w difoiifs 'em 1 
• ffmei Chtm»as^ to your Mother Clouds, 

T»?M? ^ ^*°'5 ^" "* ^ J^^^e we not fearch'd 
Of rJX"'"'!. o^^*'"* examin'd all the Entrails- 
Uf Birds and Beaft», and tir'd the Prophet's Art, 

SLTite PK ''I ? He, and the Gods tether, ' 
&«mhkePhyfiaansatalofetolKlpusr 
S?^ r ' ^'^ Wretches that have iinger'd ioag: 
Well fe»tch the ftrongeft Cordial of oJr Lovev 
[To Bed, my Fair. ' 

GhefirntUn. OBdipui! 

OEdip. Ha r who caUs ? Did'ft titO« sot hear iVoice I 
■ joc» Alas ; 1 diw 

2f^jP "?y Lo^fi My Eord, fupport me ! 

€/£«&/,. uil louder, 'till you burft your airy FormsJ 
Reft on my Hand. Thus, arm'd with Innocence, 
1 11 face thefe babling HKmms of the Air. 
In flight of Ghofts) 111 on, 

I'll br 

??J?'a "' t'" '^"^^ ^'-^''f-' *„" w*»t my Doom i 
And aft my Joys, tho* Thundejrihake tbe Room. £ JE*; 
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A C T III. S C E N E L 

SCENE A tUrJk Grove,. 

4 
ft 

Enter Creon and I}iocIes. 



Creon. 
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I S better not to be, than be unhappy; 
pioc. What mean you by thefe Words? 
Ore. 'Tis better not to be tPxan t© be Creen* 
A thinking Soul is Punifliment enough. 
Bat when 'tis Great, like mine, and Wretched too^ 
Then every Thought draws Blood. 

Dioc. You are not wretched. 

Ore. I am : My Soul's ill married to my Body. 
I wouM be young, be handfome, be belov'd : 
Cou'd I but breathe my felf into Adrajlus — 

Dice. You rave •, call home your Thoughts; 

Cre. I prithee let my Soul take Air> awhile j 
Were flie in OEdipus, I were a King •, 
Then I had kill'd a Monfter, gair/d a Battel % 
And had my Rival Prisoner ^ brave, brave Aftions : 
Why have not I done thefe ? 

Dioc. Your Fortune hinderM. 

Cre. There's it ; I have a Soul to do^em all ; 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great,' 
But by young handfome Fools : Body and Brawn 
Da all her Work : Hercules was a Fool^ 
And ftraight grew Famous •, a mad boift'rous Fool, 
Nay worfe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 

Dioc. A Serpent ne'er becomes a flying Dragon, 
'Till he has eat a Serpent. 

Cre. Goes it there ! 
I underftand thee *, I muft kill Adrafiml 

Dice. Or not enjoy your Miftrefs : 
Eurydice and he are Prisoners here, But 
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But will not long be fo : This tell Tale Ghoft 
Perhaps will clear 'em both. 
. H:re. Well •, *tis refolvU 

Dice. The Princefs walks this Way \^ 
You mufl: not meet her, 'till this be dMe^^ 

Cre. I mud. 

Dioc. She hates your Sight \ 
And more fince you accusM hen 

Cre. Urge it not. 
I cannot ftay to tell thee my Defign ; 
For Ihe's too near. 

Enter Eurydice. 
How, Madam, were your Thoughts employed ? 

Eur. On Death, and thee. 

Cre. Then were they not well forted : Life and me 
Had been the better Match. 

Eur. No, I was thinking 
On two the moft detefted Things in Nature \ 
And they are Death and thee. 

Cre. The Thought of Death to one ncarlDeath is 
O 'tis a fearful Thing to be no more. [dreadful: 
Or if to be, to wander after Death \ 
To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day ', 
And when the Darknefs comes, to glide in Paths 
That lead to Graves *, and in the filent Vault, 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it^ 
Striving to enter your forbiddeTi Corps; 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoft 
Into your lifelefs Lips. 
Then, like a lone benighted Traveller 
Shttt out from Lodging, fhall your G roansbe andver'd 
By whiftling Winds, whofe every Blaft will fhake 
Your tender Form to Atomes. 

Eur. Muft I be this thin Being? And thus wander ! 
No Qaiet after Death ! 

Cre. None. You muft leave 
This beauteous Body •, all this Youth and Freflinefs 
Muft be no more the Objeft of Defire, 
But a cold Lurip of Clay 5 

Which 
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Which then your difcontented Ghoft will leave, 
And loath its former Lodging. 
This is the beft of what comes after Death, 
Ev'n to the Beft. 

£«r. What Jjhen ftiall be thy Lot ! 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boyling Sulphur j . 
Viciflitudes of Fires, and then of Frofts •, 
And an old Guardian Fiend, Ugly as thou art, 
To hallow in thy Ears at every La(h j 
This for Eurydice^ thefe for her Adfaj^us ! 

Cre. For her Adraftus ! 

Eur- Yes •, for her Adrafius : 
For Death ftiall ne'er divide us : Death, what's Death ! 

Dioc. You feeniM to fear it. 

Eur But I more Fear Cf-f^». 
To take that hunch-back'd Moufter in my Arms \ 
Th^ excrefccnce of a Man. 

Dioc. to Cre^ See what yquVe gain'd, 

Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the Bad*' 
To Innocence, 'tis like a Bug- bear drefs'd 
To frighten Children j pull but off his Mafqtie 
And he'll appear a Friend. 

Cre. You t^lk too (lightly 
Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better J 

Eur. You beft can tell th' News of your own Coun- 

Dioc. Nay, now you are too (harp. - [try. 

Eur. Can I be fo to one who has accus'd ms 
Of Murder and of Parricide ? 

Cr^. You pro vok'd me. 
And yet I only did thus far accufe you,' 
As next of Blood to L^jus. Be advis*d. 
And you may live. 

Eur. The Means ? ' . ,/ 

Cre. Tis ofFer'd you. 
The Fool Adrdftus has accus'd himfelf. 

Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from m^ . - 
. Cjc. He fays he Loves you \ if he does, 'tis wJl. 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better Time. 

£«r.Then Death muft be his Recompence for Love. . 
Cre. Tis a Fool's juft Reward. D The 
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The Wife can make a better Ufe of Lifei 

But *tis tKe young Man's Pleafure v his Ambition,* 

I grudge him not that Favour. 

Eur. When he's dead, 
>Vhere ihall I find his Equall 

Ore. Every where. 
Tine empty Things, like him. 
The Court fwarms with *em. 
Fine fighting Things \ in Camps they are fo commohi 
Crows feed on nothing elf^ ; PleaQ^ of Fools ; 
A glut of Vm in Thebes. 

JVad Fortune ftili takes care they (kouM be feen; 
She places 'em aloft, o'th' topmoft Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature y her Vocation •, if flie form 
' A Man, (he lofes by*t, 'tis too expenfive y 
^^Twou'd make ten Fools : A Man's a Prodigy: 

Eur. T\iKl U^Creon : O thou black Detra^en 
Who <pitt'ft thy Venom againft Gods and Men ! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes : 

Thou who lov'ft nothing but what nothing loves; 
And that's thy felf j who haft confpir'd againft e 
My Life and Fame, k) make me loath'd by all l 
And only fit for thee. 

But for Adrajius Death, good Gods, his. Death ^ 
,What Curfe ftiall I invent -? . 

Dioc. No more ^ he's here. 

Eur. He ftiall be ever here;. 
He who wou'd give his l^^ i give up his Fame.--- 

Evter Adrallus. ^ ' " 

If all the Excellence of Woman. Rind 
Were mine v-— No, \is too little all for him; 
Were I made up of endlefs, endlefs Joys* — 

Adr. And fo thou art. 
The Ms^n who loves like me, 
Ww'd think ev'n Infamy, the worft of Ills, 
Were cheaply purchased, were thy Love the Price; 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left but Honwr ; 
•Tisthe laft Thing a Prince fliou'd throw awsty \ 

'But 
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Fut wh«n the Storm grows loud, and threat' hs Love, 
Throw ev*n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel i 
And laft it muft be kept. 

Cre. to Dioc. Work mai\jg{wcc • 
To Rage, he's paffionate •, 
Make him th* Aggreflbr. 

Dioc. O falfe Love, falfe Honour.. 

Q^e. Diflembled both, and falfe ! 

Mr. Dar'ft thou fay this to me I [you ? 

Cre. To you, why what are you, that I ftiou*d fear 
1 am not Lajus : Hear me. Prince of ^rgos. 
You give vyhat^s nothing, when you give y ourHonourv 
Tis gone •, 'tis loft in Battel. For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine are not fo falfe at that : 
Youkili'd herFa theri y ou confefs'dy ou did. [Daughter.- 
A mighty Argument to prove your Paffion to the ^ 

'^dr.\Afide.) Cods, muft Ibearthis-Brand, and 
Jhe Lye to his toui Throat ! [not retort 

I>ioc. Bafely you kilPd him. 
^ AAr.{Afiie )0,lbuminward^myBlood'saUo'fire«, 
JdcUesy when the poifon'd Shirt fate dofeiV, 
Had but aiv Ague Fit to this my Feaver. 
Yet, for Birydicey ev'n this VU fuffer. 
To free my Love. — Well then, 1 kiird him bafely.^ 

Cre. Fairly, Tm^fure, you couM not. 

Dw. Nor alone* 

CVf. You bad your Fellow-Thieves about you^ 
They conquered, and you kiird. [Prince i 

^ Adr. (^Afide.) Down fwelling Heart ! 
^Tis for thy PrincefsalL— O my Enrydice l— \Jo herl 

£ur, to him. Reproach not thus theWeaknefs of my 
As if I cou'd not Dear a fhameful Death, [Sex:^, 

Rather than fee you burden'd with a Crime, 
Of which I know you free. 

Q'e^ You do ill. Madam, 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Nature : 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 

Bur. You know he kill'd him not. 

Cre. Let him fay fo. 

i)/(v. Seei he ftandi mute.- D z Cru 



?• 
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Cre, OpowV ofConfcience, ev'nin wicked Men! 
It worksi it ftings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one No to dear himfelf 
From che mod bafe, cktefted, horrid Aft 
That e'er cou'd (lain a Villain, not a Prince. 

Mr. Ha ! Villain ! 

Dioc. Eccho to him Groves : Cry Villain. 

Mr. Let me confider ! Did I murtherZ^yz^/J 
.Thus lik« a Villain ! 

Cre. Bed revoke your Words, 
And fayyou kilPdh'im not. " 

Adr. Not'like a Villain \ prithee change methat 
For any other Lye. 

Dioc. No, Villain, Villain. 

Or. You kiird him not ! Proclaim your Innocence.' 
'Accufe the Princefs: So I knew 'twouM be. 

Adr. I thank thee, thou inftnift'ft nie : ' 
No matter how I kill'd him; 

Cre. {Afide.) Coofd again. . [fcience, 

* Evr. Thou, who ufurp'ft the flicred Name of Con- 
Did not thy own declare him Innocent, 
To me declare him fo ? The King fliall.know it. 

Cre. You will not be believ'd, fbr Mlforfwear it* 
' jEz^r.- What's now thy Confcience ? 

Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my fupple Glove, 
My uoper Garment, to put on, throw off. 
As I tnink beft. Tis my obedient Confcience- 

• Adr. Infamous Wretch ! 
Cre. My Confcience fhall notdo me the ill Office 

To five a Rival's Life v when thou art dead, 

(As dead thou fhalt be, or be yet more bafe 

Than thou think'ft me. 

By forfeiting her Life to fave thy own.-—) 

Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 

She fhall be mine : (She is, if Vows were' binding,) 

Mari me, the Fruit of all. thy Faith and Paffion, 

Ev'n of thy foolifti Death, ftiall all be mine* 

Adr. Thine, (ay 'ft thou, Monfter ; 
Shall my Love be thine ? ' " 
O, \ can bear no morel Thy 
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~TAy cuftnirtg Engines have with labonr rals*d 
My heavy Ang^r, like i saoighty Wei]^» . 
To fall and pafh thee dead. 
See here thy Nuptials j fee^ thou rafli fxiw^ G Av«w5 
Thy promis'd y«w vanifli'd in a Cloud ; 
And in her room avenging- Tbimder rowls 
To blaft theethus*—— Come both. V- liorhlkam. 

Cre. Tis what I wiftiM 1 
Now &e whofe Arm caa lanch the fiirer Bolt, 
And who's the better Jtnfc / -^ ti% M' 

Bur. Help ^ Murther, help ! 
Enter Hxmon and <juards^ run betwixt tbem and 

beat tiown their Swords. CFiirles, 

Hitm. Hold i hold your Impious Hands : 1 tWnk the 
Tcwhom thfe Grove is hallow'd^ have infptr'd you i 
Now^ by my Soul, the holieft Earth of Thebes 
You have prophan*d with War. Nor Tree^ nor Baot 
^rows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice, 
All full of Human Souls i that cleave their Barks 
To dance at Midnight by the Moon*s pale Beams. 
At leaft two hundred Years thefe neverend Shades 
Have knowh no Blood, butofblackShccpaiidOxen^ . 
Shed ^y the Pricft's own Hand to Prefetplne. 

^^. Forgive a StrangerVlgnorance : lincwao^: 
The Honours of the Place. 

lUm* Thou, Qret>ny: did'ft/ 
Hot OEd^j were all his Foes here lodg'd,. 
Durft violate the Rd^ion of thefe Groves, 
To touch one fin^e Hair j but muft unarm'd^, 
Parle as in a Truce, or fedily avoid 
What moft he long'd to kSi. 
' Cre. I drew not firft, totin my ownDetenc^^. 

jidr. I was provok'd 
Beyond Man*s Patience : All Reproach coiiM urge 
"Was us*d to kindle one not apt to bear. 

H£m. Tis QEdipuSi not I , muft judge this Aft \} 
Xord Creon^ you and Biocles retire : 
Ttrefiasy and. the Brother-hood of Priefts, 
Approach the Place : None At thefe Rites affilt, 
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But vdD Ih' accused, who by the Mouth of Lajus 
Mo& be abfolY*d, or dooni*d. 

u4dr. I bear my Fortune. 
• £ur* And I provoke my Tryal. 

Ham. 'Tisat Hand. 
Tor fee the Prophet comes with Vervin crowii*d, 
/Jhe Priefts with Yengh, a ifenerable Band j 
We leave you to the Gods. « 

'•^l£x. Hsmon tpith Creon atid Dioclcs. 
^£nttr Tirefias, led by Manto : The Priefij foUom j oR 
cloathed in long Hack Hahks. 
Ttr. Approach, ye Lovers ^ 
,IJl-fated Pair ! Whom, feeing not, I know : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav*n were joiri*d 3 
When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, « 
And thre&ten'd both with Death : Ffear, I fear. 

Tmt. Is there no God fo much a Friend to Love^ 
|Who can controul the Malice of our Fate ? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'n ? 

. lit. The Gods are juft 

But how can Finite meafure Infinite ? 
Reafon ! Alas^ it does not know it felf i 
Yet Man, vain Man;, wow'd with this fhorMiny 
iEathom the vaft Abyfsofheav'nlyjuftice. tPlummet. 
Whatever is, is in its Caufes juft \ 
Since all Things are by Fate. But purblin'd Man 
Seps but a part o' th* Chain •, the neareft Links \ 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beana 
.That pOifes all above. 

E'4T. Then we muft diel ' 

77r. The Danger's imminent this I>ayr 
:Adr. Why then there'^one Day lefs for human Ills** 
And who wouM moan him felf, for fuffering that. 
Which in a Day muft pafs ? Something, or nothing-- 
3 {hall be what I was again, before 

%vi\%Adrafius\ 

Penurious Heav'n, can'ft thou not add a -Night 
To our oae Day :; give me a Night with heTt 

Jind r.U give all the reft; 

r. She broke jier Vow iurft 



0E D I PUS. 57 

Tirfl made to Crf<?» : But the Time calls en] ^ 
And Lajus Death muft now be made more plain? 
How loath I am to have recowrfe to Rites 
So foil of Horrour, that I once rejoyce 
I want the Ufe of Sight. — - 
I Pr. The Ceremonies ftay. 
7Jr. Chufe the darkeft part o' th* Grove j 
Such as Ghofts at Noon-day love. .^ 

Dig a Trench, ^vA dig it n^h 
Where the Bones of Lajus Y^i 
Altars raisM of Turf, or Stone, 
Will th' Infernal Pow'rshave nonei 
Anfwer me, if t\k\sMt done ? 
jill Pr. Tis done. 
T^. Is the Sacrifice naade fit ? 
Draw her backward to the Pit : 
Draw the barren Heyfer back ^ 
Barren let her be, and Black, 
dot the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows t, 
And turn your Faces from the Sun \ 
Atifwer me, if this be done } 
-^// Pr. Tis done. 

Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like WineJ 
To Mother Earth and Proferpine : 
Mingle Milk into the Stream ; 
Feaft the Ghofts that love the Steam i 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral Pile, 
Tofe it in to make 'em boyl ", 
And turn your Faces from the Sun ; 
Anfwer me, if allbe<lonei? 

AllPr. All is done. . / 

IPeal of Thunder^ and Flajljes a/ LigkVmg *, then 

Groaning below the Stage ^ 
Man. O what Laments are thofe ? [with Pain, 
7ir. The Groans ctfOhofts, that cleave the Earth 
. And heave it up : They pant and ftick halfway. 

VThe Stage wholly darkened. 
Man. And now a fudden Darknefs covers all, 
"Xrue^eMin Night Ni^htaddkd^ The 
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The Fogs are blown fall in the Face of Heav'n; 

Tir. Am I but half obey 'd . Infernal Gods, 
Muft yt)u have Mufick too ? then tunc your Voicesi, 
And let 'em have fuch Sounds as HeU. ne'er heard. 
Since Orpheus bribM the Shades. 

Mufick fiyft. TbenSini. 
r. HeOT'^ ye fuUen Fovifrs helow: 

Hear-i \e laskers of the Dead. . 
a. Tou that hiling Caularofts blow f 
Tou that f cum the molt on Lead. 
3. You that pinch Vfith Red-hot Tongf. 
J. Tou that drive the titfMing Hofii 
Ofpoor^ poor Ghofts^ 
With your Jharpen^d Prtmgs ^ 
a. Tou thattkrufi^em §ffthe Briml 
3^ Touthat plwige'emvthen thiyfwim.: 
u ^Tilltheydrovm\ 
*TfStheygOj 
On a row^ 
Donony down^ down 

Tenthou/andj thoufandy thufand Fathoms km. 
Qiorus.. ^Jitt they drojpnj &c. 
I. Mufick for amfile 

Shall your Cares beguile: 
Worn ring how your Pains were edid ^ 
a. jirtd difdaimng to be pleased \ 
3. *Ti7/ Alefto^^f the Dead 

From their eternal Bands \ 
'^Till the Snakes drop fi-om her heady 
And Whip from out her Handu 
I. Come awayy 
Do notfiayy 
But obeyy 
While "we playi 

For HelCs broke upy tindXSbofls have Hdydaf, 
Chorus. • Come awayy &c. 

f A flafti of Lighf ning : The Stage is made bright ; 
and the Ghofts are feen paffing betwixt the Trees. 
: «. Lajusl a, Lajus! 3, Lajusi c. U^ari 
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i^ Heart i. Hear! 3. Hear! 

Tin Hear and appear.' 
By the Fates thatfpun thy Thread i 
Cho. Which are Three. 
Tir. By the Furies fierce -^ and dread ! 
Cho. Which are Three. 
Tir. By the Judges of the Dead ! 
. Cho. which are Three. 

Three times Three ! 
Tir. By Helfs blue Flame : 

• By the Stygian Lake : 
• • jindby DemogargoaV Name\ 

At which'Ghofis quake^ 
Hear and appear. 
[The Ghoft of Lajus rifes armM in his Chariot as he 
was flam. And behind his .Chariot, fit the Three 
who were murder'd with him. 

Ghofi ofLajus. Why haft thou drawn me from my 
To fufFer worfe above •, to fee the Day, [Pains below. 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes.. 
For Pity fend me back, where I may^ hide, 
In willing Night, this ignominious Head : 
In Hell I fliun the publick Scorn ^ and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I Hy V 
Behold ev'h now they grin at my gor'd/ide, 
And chatter at my Wounds. 

Tir. I pity thee : . 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accurft. 
And PU -unbind the Qharm. 

Ghofi. O fpare my Shame. 

Tir. Are thcfe two innocent ? / 

ijhofi. Of my Death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muft I fpeak I 
Was doom'd to do what Nature nioft abhors. 
The Gods forefaw it ^ and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was Born. 1 broke their Laws, 
And cloathM with Flefh his pre-exifti.ng'Soul. 
Some kinder Pow^r, to weak fSr Deftiny . 
Took pity, and induM his neW fornVd Mafs With 
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With Temperance, Juftice, Prudence, F^titode^- 
And every Kindy Vertue : But in vain. 
For Fate, that fent him hood-winkt to the World, 
Perform'd its work*by hi$_miftaJcing Hands. 
Ask'ft thou who murder'd me ? 'twas OEdipus I 
Who ftains my Bed with Inceft ? OEditms! 
For whom then are you curft; but OEJipus ! 
Hecomes j the Parricide : I cannot bear him : 
My Wounds ake at him : Oh his murd'roas BreatE 
Venonif my airy Subftance ! hence with him, 

?x^n L H^ i '^^^P ^™ ^"^ i ^^^ Plague he bears 
Win blaft your Fields, and mark his Way with Ruin; 
Jrom Tbebesj my Throne, my Bed, let him be driven i 
Do you forbid him Earth, and Til forbid him HeavU 

. LGUofi defctnds. 

p^r^i^^ OEdipu?, Creon, Hcemon, c^r. 

0£^/>. WhatVthis ! Methought feme peftilential 
struck me juft entriiig •, and fome unfeen Hand [Blaft; 
vH^^^^^ to pufh me backward ! Tell me why 
My Hair ftands briftring up, why my Flcft trembles I 
lou itare at me I Th^ Hell has been among yc, 
A^R)me lag Fiend yetlingers in the Grov«; 

77r. What Omen faw*ft thou ent'ring ?, 
T-k t ^ young Stork, * 
That bore his aged Parent on his Back j 
Til) weary with the Weight, Ihe Ihook him off. 
And pecked out both his Eyel 

j4dr. Oh, OEdifus ! 

Eur. Oh, wretched OEdipu^ ! 

J^- O ! Fatal King ! [Name^ 

T ^ P* What mean thefe Exclamations on my 
1 thank the G^, no fecret Thoughts reproach m^e : 
A J ii ^^^^ challenge Heav'n to tui;"n me outward j 
And Ihake my Soul quite empty in J^our Sight, 
^nen wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 
rhefe fixy Regards, and filent Threats of E^^es v , 
A generous Fiercenefs dwells with Innocence 5 
And confcious Vertue is allow'd Ibme Pride. 

Tir. Thou know*ft not what thou fay'ft. 

OEdif. Whatmutfershe ! tell me, Emydice ; Thott 
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iThou jfhak'ft i Thy Soul's aWoman. Speak, AJtrafius ^ 
I And boldly as thou met'ft my Arms in fight \ 
iDar'ft thou not fpeak ? why then 'tis bad indeed ^ 
Jirefiasy thee I fummon by thy Priefthood, 
[Tell me what News from Hell i Where Lsjus points,' 
j And who's the guilty Head ! 
I Tir. Let me not anfwer. 
' OEdip. Be dumb then, and betray thy native Soil 
Jo farther Plagues. 
Tf'r. I dare not name him to thee. 
OEdip. Dar'ft thou conyerfe with Hell, and canffc 
An human Name 1 [thou fear 

Tir. Urge me no more to tell a Thing which known 
Would make thee more unhappy \ * Twill be found, 
Tho» I am filent. 

i OEdip. Old and obftinate ! Then thou thy felf 
Art Author, or Accomplice, of this Murther, 
And ftiun'ft the Juftice, which by pubUck Ban 
Thou haft incurred. 

Tir. O, if the Guilt were mine, 
I It were not half fo great i know wretched Man^ 
Thou only, thou art guilty \ thy own Curfe 
I Falls heavy on thy felK 

OEdip. Speak this again \ 
Batlpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeft y 
Or to the ragine Seas, they'll hear as foon. 
And fooner will believe. 4 

T/r. Then hear me Heav'n, 
, For blufhing thou haft feen it \ Hear me Earth, 
Whofe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 
But fent it back to Light ', And thou Hell^ hear me, 
Whofe own black Seal has firm'd this horrid Truth, 
OEdipus murther*d Lajus. 

OEdip. Rot the Tongue, 
And blafted be the Mouth that fpoke that Lye. 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul^ 

Tir. Th/ Parents thought not fo. 

OEdip. Who were my Parents? 

Tir. Thou (halt know too foon. 

■OEdh^ Why (c:k I Truth from thee? The 
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The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears^ 

The Tradefmcivs Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir,' 

Are Troths to what Priefts tell. 

O why has Prieft-hood privilege to lye, 

And yet to be believ*d 1 .-— thy Age protefts thee-" 

Tir. rhou canft not kill me j *tis not in thy Fate, 
And 'twas to kill thy Father •, wed thy Mother j 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

0£^i>, Riddles, Riddles! 

T/r. Thou art thy felf a Riddle •, a perplext 
Obfcure t^nigma^ which when thou unty*ft. 
Thou (halt be found and loft. 

OEdip. Impoflible ! • . 
><^r^^«j,fpcak, and as thou art a King, 
WJiofe Royal Word is facred, clear my Fame." 

^^r. Wou'd I ecu d ! 

OEdip. Ha, wilt thou not? Can that PUbian Vice 
Of Lying Mount to Kings ! can they be tainted 1 
Then Truth is loft on Earth. 

Cre. The Cheat»s too grofs \ 
jidrafius is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Juggler, but Adraftuss Organ. 

OEdip. 'Tis plain, the Prieft's fuborn'd to free the 

Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. [Pris'ner. 

'OEdip. O, honeft Creon^ how haft thou been bely*d? 

Eur. Hear me. 

Cre. She's brib'd to fave her Lover's Life. 
. Adr, If, OEdipus^ thou think'ft 

Cre, Hear him not fpeak. 

Adr. Then hear,thofe holy Men. 

Cre. Priefts, Priefts all brib'd, all Priefts. 

OEdip. Adraftus I have found thee •, 
The Malice of a vanquifh'd Man has (eiz'd tHee/ 

Adr. If Envy and not Truth 

OEdip. ril hear no more*, Away with him. 

[Hoemori takes him off by Forte j Creon and Eury^ 
dice follow. 

To Tir. Why ftand'ft thou here, Impoftor ! 

So old, and yet fo wicked - Lye for Gain •, 

And Gain fo Jhort as Age can promife thee ! Tir. 



OE D 1 p u s* 4y 

Tir. So fliort a Tinre as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed Hour \ remember Lajus! 
f No more j it e'er we meet again, 'twill be 
In mutual Darknefs ; we (hall feel before us 
To reach each other s Hand ^ remember Lajus ! 

lEx.TireCidiSi PriefisfoSorpt 
r OEdipus folus. 

I Remember Lajus ! tha t's the Burden ftill : 

Marther and Inceft ! but to hear them nam'd 
! My Soul ftarts in me : The good Sentinel 
Stands to his Weapons i takes the firft Alarm 
To guard me from fuch Crimes — Did I kill Lajus! 
I Then I walk'd fleeping, in fome frightful Dreamy 
My Soul then ftole my Body out by Night j 
And brought me back to Bed 'ere Morning- vvakaj 
, It cannot be ev'n this remoteft Way, 
\ But fome dark Hint would juftle forward now,' 
j And goad my Memory — O my Jocafia ! 
' Emer Jocafta. 

Jec. Why are you thus difturb'd ? 
OEdip. Why, would'ft thou think it ? 
No lefs ttan Murder. 
Joe. Murder! what of Murder ? 
OEdip. Ts Murder then no more ? Add Parricide,' 
And Inceft i bear not thefe a frightful SouncJ ? 
Joe. Alas ! 
OEdip. How poor a Pity is Alas 

For two fuch Crimes ! was Lajus usM to lye ? 

Joe. Oh no : The moft fmcere, plain, honeft Man--^ 
One who abhorr'd a Lye. 

OEdip. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. 
He charges me — but why accufe I him ? 
I did not hear him fpeak it : They accufe me i 
The Prieft, Adraftus and Eurydice^, 
Of murdering Lajus-" Tell me, while I think on't. 
Has Old Ttrefias praftis'd long this Trade ? 
Joe. What Trade? 
dEdlp. Why, this Fore-telling Trade ? 

Joe. For many Years. 

E OEdip. 
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()£^^. Has he before this Day accused me? 

OEdip. Have you 'ere this inqtur*d, who did this 

^oc. Often i but ftill in vain. [Murder ? 

OEdip. I am (atisfy'd. 
Then 'tis an InfanMye ^ but one Day old; 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieft ; 
The Blood of Lajus was to murder Lajus : 
rni'not of Lajus's Blood. 

Joe. Evn Oracles 
V^re always doubtful, and are often'forgM : 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfiU'd, * 
Nor ever can be now ! 

OEdip. And what foretold it ? 

JVc.Thathe fhould have a Son by nie, fore-doom'd 
TThe Murderer of his Father : True indeed, 
A Son was born ^ but to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Bor'd through his untry 'd Feet, and bound with Cords^ 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd : 
The King himfelf liv'd many, many Years, 
And found a different Fate •, by Robbers murder*d. 
Where Three Ways meet : Yet thefe are Oracles , 
Andvthis the Faith we owe *em 

OEdip. Say'ft thou. Woman ? 
By'Heav'n thou haft awaken'd fomewhat in me^ 
Thatfhakes my very Soul ! 

y^c* V/hat, new Difturbance ! [thou faid^ft it !) 

OBdlp. Methoug;ht thou faid'ft — (or do I dream 
This Murder was on Lajus Perfon done, 
[Where Three Ways meet ? 

Joe. So common Fame reports, 

OEdip. WouM it had ly'd. 

Joe. Why, gogd my Lord ?- 

OEdip. No Queftions : 
*Tis bufy Time with me •, difpatch mine firft j 
Say where, where was it done ! 
' Joe. Mean you the Murder ? [Murder ? 

OEdip. Could'ft thou not anfwer Without nam^ing 

Joe. 
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J9C. They fay in VhocU^ \ on the Verge that parts it 
From Dauhay and from Delphos. 

OEdip. So ! —-How long! when happened this ! 

Joe. Some little Time before you came to Thcbesl 

OEdip. What will the Gods do with me 1 

Jac. What means that Thought ? 

0£^p.Something:But'tisnotyetyourTarn.toaskt 
How old was Lajusy what his Shape, his Stature, 
His Aftion, and his Mien ? quick, quick, your Anfwer-^ 

Joe. Big ihade he was, and tall : His Port was fiercCf 
Ereft his Countenance : Manly Majefty 
Sate in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : His Hair juft grizled,' 
As in a green old Age : Bate but his Years 
You are his Pifture. [his Pifture > 

OEdip. (Afide^ Pray Heav'n he drew metiot tarn I 

Joe. So I have often told you. 

OEdip. True, you have j 
Add that to the reft. How was the King 
Attended when he travell'd ? 

Joe. By Four Servants •, he went out privatefyi 

OEMp. Well counted ftill •, 
One 'fcap*d I hear •, what fince became of him ?. 

Joe. When he beheld you firft, as King in Thebeii 
He kneel'd, and trembling beg'd I wou'd difinifs him j 
He had my Leave ^ and now he lives retir'd. 

OjB^r>.This Man muft be produced •, he mxx&Jocd^a. 

Joe. He fhall — - yet have I leave to ask you why I 

0£^/p. Yes, you (hall know : For where ftiould I re- 
The Anguilh of my Soul, but in your Breaft ! Cpofe 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth j 
My Pare/its, Polybus and Meropt^ 
Two Royal Names *, their only Child am L 
It happened once •, *twas at a Bridal Feaft, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundling^ 
Not the King's Son •, I ftung with this Reproach, 
Struck him j my Father heard of it \ the Man 
was made ask Pardon •, and the Bufmefs hufti'd . 

Joe. Twas fomewhat odd. 

OJ^dip. And ftrangely it p^plext ma E a I 
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I ftole away to Delphosy and imploi-d 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage^ 
He bad me feelc no farther.- — Twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 

Joe. Vain, vain Oracles ! ' 

OEdip. But yet they frighted me i 
I lookt on Corinth as a Place accurft, 
IRefolv-'d my Deftiny fhould wait in vain ^ ' ^ 

And never catch me there. 

Joe. Too nice a Fear.. Cfiwri: 

OEdip. Sufpend your Thoughts, and flatter not too 
Juft in the Place you nam*d, whereThreeWajrsmeet, 
And near that Time, five Perfons I encountered \ 
One was too like, (Heav'n grant it prove not him) 
'^Vhorn ^ou defcribe for Lajus : Infolent 
And fierce they were, as Men who liv*d on Spoil. 
I judg*d *em Robbers, and by Force repell'd 
The Force they us*d ^ in fhort, four Men I flew.' 
The fifth upon his Kneef demanding JJfe, 
My Mercy gave it-— Bring me Comfort now, 
If I flew Lajus^ what can be more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you my Curfe has banifhM me; 
From Ctfri)7fi& Fate. 

Joe. Perplex not thus your Mind ; . 
My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreft. 
So Phorbas (aid. This Band you chanc'd to mect^ 
And mtirdery not my Lajus, biit reveng'd him. 
- OEdi^. There's all my Hope *, let Phorbas tell me 

And I mall live again tthis, 

To you, good Gods, I make my laft Appeal j 

Or clear my Vertue, or my Crime reveal. 

If wandVrng in the Maw of Fate I run. 

And backward trod the Paths I fought to ^unl 

Impute my Errors to your own Decree , 

My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free, [£a;. Ami; 

.^¥¥ 
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ACT IV. SCENE t. 

£/7^^r Pyracmoiii and Creon. 

^mc Bodneisof Import thatTriumph weaSi 
You feem to go witn 4 rror is i t hardto guefe 
When you are pleased, by a malicioas Joy •; 
Whofe red and nery Beams caft thro' yourVi- 
A gl o wing Pleafiire. Sure yon Cuile Revenge^ [(ageL 
And I could gladly hear, 
- Cre. Would^ft thou believe ! 
This ^ddy hair-brain*d King, whom old TTrepai 
Has Thunder-ftrutk with heavy Accufation, 
Tho' con(ciotis cf no inward Guilt, 'yet fears i, 
fie fears Jacajta^ fears himfelf^ his Shadow ^ 
He fears the Multitude i and, which is worth 
An Age of Laughter^ out of all ManJdnd, 
He chufes me to be his Orator t 
Swears that Adraftus^ and the lean-look'd Propfce^ 

' Are joint Confpirators \ and wifti*d me to 
Appeafe the raving Thcbans j which I fwore 
To do. 

Pyr. A dangerous Undertaking % 
©ireftly oppofite to your own Intereft*. 

Cre. }Jo^ dull Pyracmon '^ when Heft his Prelentei 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could ia^ 
My Flight, I gain'd the niid'ft o* th* Gty : 
There, ftanding on a Pile of Dead andDyingf 
I to the maa and fickly Multitude, 
With interrupting Sobs, cryM out, O Thebes^ 

O wretched Thebes^ thy King, thy OEdipus^ 
This barbarous Stranger, this Ufurper, Monfter^' 

' Is by the Oracle, the wife Ttrefias^^ \ 

ProclainiM the Murder-er of thy Royal Lajus : | 

jJ^j^^toOj, no longer now my SifteJi . •£} '5* j 
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Is found Q)mplotter in the horrid Deedi 
Here! renounce all tye of Blood arid Natofe^ * ^ 
For thee, O Tibf tw, dear 7i^«,foor bleeding TJelf^ii 
-And-there I wept^ and then the Rabble howPd,' 
And roarM, and with a thouland antick Mouths 
GabBlerf ReVengd, Revenge was all' the Cry,; 

Pyr. This Cannot fail : I fee you on the Throne \ 
And OEdipus caft t>Ht« • 

Cr^. Then ftrait came Oft .- - 

. Jllcander^ with a wild and bellowing Croud,* 
Whom he had wrought ^ I whifperMhlm to join J 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in 'em. 
So to the Palace I returned, to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But fee, he enters. 

Enter OEdipus. 4»/i J^afta^ attended. ' 

OEdip. Said you thatPJW-i^x isreturn'd, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask*d 
Of ought concerning what we have difcover'd ? 

yoc'.^ He ftarted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that Affair 
Would give no Satisfaftion to the King- 
Then, falling on his Knees, beg'd, as for Life^' 
^o be difmifsy jfrom Court* He trembl'd too, 
As if convulfive Death had feiz»dupoaliim, 
And ftammer'd in his abrupt JPray r fo wildly. 
That had he been the Murderer of Lajus^ 
<juilt and Diftraftion could not have ihook him more. 

OEdifuBy yourDefcr4ption,fure asPlagues andDearii 
Lay wafte our Thebes^ iome Deed that iSuns the Light 
Begot thole Fears. If thou refpeft'ft my Peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocafia ; for my Genius 
Shrinks at Jiis Name. 

Joe, Rather let him go; V 

So my poorboding Heart would have It be. 
Without a Reafon. 

OEdip. Hark, the Thebans comt \ 
Therefore retire. And, once mor^ if thoulov'ii: me^ 
iet J'iflrirff be jetaitt'd. 
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%<ri You ihall^ 

While Hiave life, be ftiU obeyed/ 

In vain yoa (both me with yDar (oft Indearments^ 
And fet the faireft Coantenadce to view, 
Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a Deadnefi 
And inward Langaifliing. That Oracle 
Eats like a fubtil Worm its venom'd Way,' 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core? 
Howe'er the beauteous Out-fide fliews fo lovefy.^ 

OEdip.Oy thou wilt kill me with thyLove*s cxcefs ! 
All, all is well ^ retire, the Ti&f^^/ come. [£;rJoc: 
Ghofi. OEdipus! 

OEdip. Ha \ again that Scream of Woe ! 
Thrice have I heard, thrice fince the Morning dawu'd 
It hallowed loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
Caird from feme vaulted Manfion, OEdipus ! 
Or is it but the Work of Melancholy ? 
When the Sunfcts, Shadows, that Ihew'datNoon 
But fmall, appear moft long and terrible j 
So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
Our Apprehenfions Ihoot beyond all bounds^ 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets, feem the Watch of Death^ 
Nature's worft Vermin, fcarce her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes', the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghofts, and call us to our Graves : 
Each Mole-hill Thought fwells to a huge Olympus^ 
While we fantaftick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And fweat with an Imaginations weight j 
As if, like jitlasy with thefe mortal Shoulders 
!We could fuftaiu the Burden of the World. 

[Creon comes forward; 

Cre. O, facred Sir, my Royal Lord 

OEdip. What now ? 
Thou feeni*fl: affrighted at feme dreadful Aftion, 
Thy Breath comes fhort, thy darted Eyes are fix?t 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert piirfuM : 
1 fent thee .to the Tbehoftsy fpeak thy Wonder j 
Tear not, this Palace is a Sanftuary, 
f he King himfelf s thy Guard* 
* C«4 For me, alas, ~ JK^K 
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My Life's not worth a Thought^ when weighed with 
Bat fly, my Lord, fly as yoar Life is facred, [yours t 
Your Fate is predous to your frithful Creonj 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proftrate beg& 
Yon wbdd remove from Thebes that vows yonr Rmiu' 
iWhen I but ofFer'd at your Luiocence, 
iThey gathered Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 
And drove me through the Streets, with Imprecations 
Aga^oft your facred Perfon, and thofe Traitors 
Which juftify'd your GuUtt Which cnrs'd Ttrefias 
iXold, as from Hea¥'n» was caufe of their DeftruAiofiT 

OEdip. Rife wor thyO-f 099, hafte and talce ourGnard, 
Rank *em in equal Part upon the Square, 
ITTien open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes. {Shoutl 
I hear 'em roar : Be gon, and break down all 
^The Dams that would oppoie their furious PalTage. 

iEx. Creon wkh Guardsl 
Enter Adraftus, his Srpord drawn* 

Adr. Your City 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deilruftion ; 
I heard but now, where I was dofe confined, 
A thundering Shout, which made my Jaylors v^nifti 
Cry, Fire the Palace ; where's the cruel King ? 
Yet, by tV Infernal Gods, thofe awful Pow'rs, 
That have accusM you, which thefe Ears have heard. 
And thefe Eyesfecn, I muft believe you guiltlefe ^ 
For, fince I knew the Royal OEdipus^ 
I have obferVd in all his Afts fuch Truth 
And God-like Clearnefs •, that to the laft gufli 
Of Blood and Spirits, Pll defend his Dfe, 
And here have (worn to per.ifli by his Side, 

OEdip. Be witnefs, Cods, how near this touches me^ 

lEmbracmg him. 
O what, what Recompence can Glory make ? 

Adr* Defend your Innocertce, fpeak like your felf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntlefe Vertue.* 
But, hark \ the Storm comes nearer. 

OEdip. Let it come. 
The -force of Majefty is never knowa Bat 



Bat in a general Wrack : Then, then is fcen 
Jhe Difference 'twixt a Thrclhold and a ThroneJ 
Enter Crcon^ Pyracmon, AlcancJer,Tii'cfia&, Thebans.' 
Ale. Where, where*$ thi$ cruel King? Thebans^ be- 
There ftands your Plaguy, the Ruin^ Defolation [hcrid 

Of this unhappy fpeak i Ihall 1 kill him ? 

Or ftiall he b^caft out to Banilhment ? 
All Thfb.To Banilhment, away with him. 
OEdip. Hence, you Barbarians, to your flaviih Di- 
Fix to the Ea^th your fordid Looks', for he [ftance ; 
Who ftirs, dares qjore then Mad-men, Fiends or IFu- 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well [rics, 
May brave the Majefty of Thundering Jirve. 
Did I for this relieve you when befieg'd 
By this fierce Prince, when coopM within your Walls,' 
And to the very brink of Fate reduc'd i 
Whenlpan-jawM Famine made more Havock of you 
Than does the Plague? But I rejoyce I know you. 
Know the bafe Stuff that tempery your vile Souls : 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own ; 
Nor {hall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule fuch Bautes, fo barbarous a People. 

Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I fee a fad Repentance^ 
A general Conftemation fpread among *em. . 
^ OEdip. My Reign is at an end •, yet e'er I finifli-- 
rU do a Juftice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch, who, i'th' midft of Swords and JavelinSjJ 
Dares aft as on his Throne encompaft round 
With Nations for his Guard. Alcander-^ you 
Are nobly born,therefore fhalUofe your Head : iSeizjes 
Here, HAmotty take him \ but for this, and this, \}nm. 
Let Cords difpatch *cm. Hence away with 'em* 
Thr. O facred Prince, pardon diftrafted TMes^ 
Pardon her, if flie afts by Heaven's Award \ 
If that th' Infernal Spirits have declared 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May fpeak, Q dp not too feverely deal, 
But let thy Wretched Thihes atlcaft complain : / 
W tbou ftWgaiUy, Heav'n wiU ma^e it known j if 
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If innocent, then let Tirenas die: [GiVe j^dnder I: 
OEdip. I take thee at thy Word. Run, hafte^ and 
I fwear the Prophet, or the King itetll die. 
Be Witnefs, all you Thebans^ of my Oath ; 
And Phcrbas be the Umpire; 
Ttr. I fubmit. IJrumpets fitmd'^ 

OEdip. What mean thofe Trumpets ? 
^nter Hoemon with Meander, &c. 
• Hdm. From vour Native Country, 
Great Sir, the fem'd %y£gton is arriv'd, 
ThatrenownM Favourite of the King your Fathers- 
He comes as an Ambaflkdor from Corinthy 
And fuesTor Audience. 

OEdip. Hafte, Hdmmy fly, and tell him that I buiS 
i jT embrace him. 

Ham. The Queen, my Lord, at prefent holds him 
In private Conference •, but behold her here. 
Enter Jocafta, Eurydice, (^c. 

Joc.mw^ hdippy OEdlpus J happieft of Kings t 
Henceforth be bleft, bleft as thou canft defire. 
Sleep without Fears the blackeft Nights away ; 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou Ihalt fleep 
Secure, th)^ Slumbers fliall be foft and gentle 
As Infents Dreams. 

OEdip. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend?. 
And whither would this Rapture ? 

Joe. O, I could-rave. 
Pull down thofe lying Fanes, and bum that Vault,' 
From whence refounded thofe falfe Oracles, 
That rob'd my Love, of Jleft : If we muft pray. 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, ' 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice j 
And not a Grey-beard forging Pricft come near^ ^ 
To pry into the Bowels of the Viftim, 
And with his Dotage niad the gaping World* 
But fee, the Oracle that I will tnlft, 
iTrue as the Gods, and affable as Men.' 

Enter iEgeon, kneels. 

OEdip. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear \/Egem* 
Jen thoufand welcomes, 0^ my Fofter-Father, Wd-' 



OE D I p u s.' 5| 

Welcome h Mercy to a Maa condemned ! 
[Welcome to me, 
<A$, to a fbking Mariner, 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore ! 
But (peak, O tell me what (b mighty Joy 
Is this thou bring'ft, which fo tranfports Jocafta f 
Joe. Peace, Peace, ofef<7», \tt Jocafla tell him ? 

that I could for ever Charm, as now. 
My deareft OEdipus : Thy Royal Father, 
Polyhus^ King of Corinth^ is no more. 

OEdip. Ha ! can it be ? c/£geofj^ anfwer me^ 
And fpeak in Ihort, what my Jocofia*s tran^rt 
May over-do. 

c^^f. Since in few Words my Royal Lord, you ask 
To kntow the Truth •, King Polybus is dead. 

OEdip. O all you Powers, is't poffible ? what dead ! 
But that the Tempeft of my Joy may rife 
By juft degrees, and hit at laft the Stars) 
Say, how, how dy M he ? Ha ! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water ? by Aflaffinates, or Poyfon ? (peak i 
Or did he languifli under feme Difeafe? 

c/4Bgf. Of no Diftemper, of no Blaft he dy*d. 
But fell like Autumn-Fruit that meliowM long: 
Ev'n wondered at, becaufe he dropt no fooner. 
Fate feem'd to wind him up for fourfcore Yeari ; 
Yet freihly ran he on ten Winters more : 
•Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laft flood ftill. 

OEdip. O, let me prefs thee in my vouthful ArmsJ 
And fmother thy old Age in my Embraces* 
Yes Thehans^ yes Jocafia^ yes Adraftus^ 
Old Polybusy the King my Father's dead. 
Fires (hall be kitidled in the mid'ft of Thebes ; 
V tW mid'ft^f Tumult, Wars, and Peftilence, 

1 will rejoyce for Polybus his Death. 

Know, be it known to the Limfts of the World \ 
Yet farther, let it pafs yon dazlirig Roof, 
The Maafion of the Gods, and ftrike 'em deaf 
^ith cveriafting Peals of thund'ring joy. 

Tirl 
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Tir.Fate ! Nature ! Fortune ! What IS all thisWorid? 

0£<j/ip.Now,Dotardinow,thoublindoldwiiardPro- 
Wherearc your bodingGhofts,youf Altars nowvLphct, 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity ^ and where are now 
Your Oracles, that caird me Parricide ? 
Is he not dead ? Deep laid in's Monument ? 
And was not I in Thehes vfhtn Fate attacked hiift ? 
Avaunt, begone, you Vizors of the Gods I 
Were I as other Sons, now 1 fliould weep j 
But, as I am, I've Reafon to re Joyce *, 
And will, tho' his cold Shade fliould rife and blaft me^ 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with.fplitting lo's ring •, 
loy Jocafia^ lo paan fing. 

Tir. Who would not now conclude a happy End? 
But all Fate*« turns are fwift and unexpefted. 

K^ge. Your Royal Mother Merotey as if 
She had no Soul fince you torfook tne Land, 
Wavesall the neighbVingPrinces that adore her.[fpeaK 
0£<rfip. Waves all thePrinces ! poorHeartl for what ?0 
f^ge. She, tho* in fuU-blownFlow'r of gloriousBeau- 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age -, [ty. 
And, for your fake, has fworn to die unmarry'd. 

OEdipi How i for my lake, die, and not marry ? O, 
My Fit returns. 

v^^^^This Diamond with a tRouland Kiffes bleft. 
With thouland Si^s and Wilhes for your Safety, 
She charged me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 

OEdip. There's MagJck in it, take it from my Sights 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flafliing Luft, and Necromantick Inceft. 
Take it from thefe fick Eyes, oh hide it from me.* 
No, my Jocdflay tho' Thebes caft me out, 
V/hilc Merope*s alive, I'll ne*er return ! 
O, rather let me walk round the wi^e Worid i 

A Begear, than accept a Diadem 
On fuch abhorr'd Qmditions. 

Joe. 
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Joe. Yau make, my Lord, your own Unhappinefs, 
By thefe extravagant and needlefs Fears. 

OMip. Needlefs ! O, all you Gods ! By Heav'n Pd 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders [rather 
In the dear Entrails of the beft of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable A£l 
Of damn*d Inceft \ therefore no more of hen 

c/4E^^. And why, O facred Sir, if SubjeAs may 
Prefume to look into their Monarch's Bread, 
Why fliould the Cbafte and Spotlels Merope 
Infufe fuch Thoughts as I muft blufh to Name ? 

0£Sp. Becaufe the God of Delphos did forewani 
With Thund'ring Oracles. [me, 

od£g^« May I entreat to know 'cm? 

OEaip. Yes, my ^geon\ but the'&dRememVrance 
Quite blafts my Soul ', fee then the fwelling Prieft ! 
Methinks 1 have his Image now in View ; 
He mounts the Tripos in a Minute's fpace. 
His clouded Head knocks at the Temple roof. 
While from his Mouth 

Thefe difmal Words are heard : [Blood to fpill, 
* Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 
^ And with prepoft'rous Birtlis, thy Mother's Womb 

cy£ge. Is this the Caufe [to fill. 

Why you fefufe the Diadem oi Corinth? 

OEdip.ThQ Caufe ! why, is it not a monftVous one ? 

cy^f. Great Sir, you mfciy return •, and tho' you 
En joy the Qiieen (which all the Gods forbid) [(hould 
The Aft would prove no Inceft. 

OEdip. How, oyEgeon ? 
Tho' I enjoy'd jiiy Mother, not inceftuous ! 
Thou rav'ft, and fo do I •, and thefe all c.ttch 
My madnefs •, look, they're dead with deepDlftrae^ ion : 
Not Inceft ! what, not Inceft with my Mother > 

fL/£ge, My Lord, QyittnMerope is not your Mother. 

OEMp. ,Ha ! did I hear thee right ? not Mtrope 
My Mother ! 

py£Q,e. Nor was Volyhus your Father. [fpent 

OEdipt Then all my Days and Nights muft now be 

F . In 
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In curious Search) to find out thofe dark Parents 
Who gave mc to the World i foeak thai c/^ion^ 

' By all the Gods Cceleftial and Infernal^ 
By all the tyes of Nature, Blood, and Friendihipt 
Conceal not from this rack'd defpairing King 
A Point, or fmalleft Grain of what thou know*ft^ 
Speak thcn,0 anfwer to my Doubts direftly. 
It Royal Polybus was not my Father, 

^;Why was I call'd his Son ? 
j£ge. He, frpm my Arms, 

: Receiv'd you a$ the faireft Gift of Nature; 

* Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beftow in coftly Mantles 

^Upon its Infant Heir. 

0£^>.Bu t was I made theHeir ofCcrimh^s Grown^ 

'^ Bocaufe ^^eons Hands prefented me ? 
ty£ge. By my Advice. 

'Being paft all hope of Children, 
He took, embrac'd, and own*d you for his Son; 

OEdip. Perhaps I then am your's, inftruft me,Sir} 
If it be fi), ril kneel and weep before you, 
With all the Obedience of a penitent ChUd, 
Imploring Pardon. • ' 

Kill me if you pleaJe, 

I will not writhe my Body at the Wound : 
But fink upon your Feet with a laft Sigh, 
And ask Forgivenefs with my dying Hands. 

Qy£ge. O rife, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little Blook which Ihould keep warm my Heart j 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleft 
With fuch a God'like Offfpring, Sir, I found you 
Upon the Mount GtharotJ, 

OEdip. O (peak, go on, the Air grows fenfible 
Of the great Things you utter, and is calm : 
The hurry 'd Orbs, with Storms forack'd of late. 
Seem to ftand ftill, as if that Jove were talking. 
Citharon! fpeak,the Valley of Cither on! 

c^e. Oft-times before I thither did relbrt, 
Charra'd with the Converfation of a Man , 

Who led a rural Life, and had Comma nd O'er » 



(Ptr all the Shepherds who about thofa Vale$ 
Tended their numerous Flocks •, in thii Man's A 
I iaw you fmiling at a fatal Dagger. 
Whofe Point he often offerM at your Thtoat •, 
Bat then you fmird, aild then he drew it back^^ 
Then lifted it again, you fmird again ; 
'Till he atlaft in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Deatfe 
Then^ I rulh'H in, and, after (bme Difcourfe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life •, 
And I, the welcome Care to Potybus. [he 

OEdip. To whom belongs the Maftier of the SI 

<j£ge. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot 
That he was of the Family of L^tjusy 
I well remember. 

OEdip. And is your Friend alive ? for if heb 
ni buy his Prefence, tho' itcoft my Grown. 

9>£ge. Your menial Attendants beft can tell 
Whether he lives, or not v and who has now 
HiiPlacft.., 

Joe. Winds, bear me to fohie barren Ifland^ 
Where print of humane Feet was never feen, 
O'er-grown withWeeds of fuch amofift'rousHei 
Their baleful Tops are wafli'd with bellying Gloi 
Beneath whofe venomous Shade I may have veni 
For Horrors that would blaft the Barbarous Wc 

O.Edip. If there be any here that knows the Per 
' Whom he defcrib^d, I charge him on his Life 
To fpeakv Concealment ftiall be fudden Death : 
But he who brings him forth, fliall have Rewai 
Beyond Ambition's Luft. 

Ttr. His Name is Phorbas: 
• Jocajta knows hito well •, but if I may 
Advife, Reft where you are, and feek no farth 

OEdip.ThetK all goes well, fmce Phorbas is fecu 
By my Jccafia. ^ Hafte, and bring him forth \ 
My Ijave, my Queen, give Orders. Ha t what n 
Thefc Tears, anS Groans, and Struglings ? fpeak, 
What are thy TrQubles ? [I 

2^<otr. Yours ', and yours are mine : 
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Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counfel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 

OEdip. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, Til know my Birth, tho^ Death 
Attends the Search : I have already paft 
The niiddle of the Stream i and to return 
Seems greater Lahour, than to venture oVr : 
Therefore produce him. 

Joc*^ Once more, by the Gods, 
I beg, my OEdipusy my Lord, my 1 i^e, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoft Hope^ 
I beg yod, banifh Phorbas : O, the Gods, 
1 kneel, that you may grant this firft Requefi:*' 
Deny me all Things el(e^ but, for my Sake, 
And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your Prefence. - 

OEdip. You muft be rais'd, and Phorbas ihall appear, 
Tho'his dreadEyes wereiB<?yJ//j^/.Guards,hafte,[ther. 
Search the Queen's Lodgings^ find, and force him hi- 

[,Exat,m Guards. 

Joe. O, OEdipuSy yet fend. 
And flop their Ent'rance, *cre it be too late : 
Unlefs you wifh to lee Jocafia rent 
"With Furies, flain out-right with meer Diftraftion^ 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbasl 
Forbear this Search, I'H think you more than Mortal : 
JA^ill you yet hear me ? 

OEdip. Fempsfts will be heard. 
And Waves will dafti, tho' Rocks their bafis keep,-^ 
Bttt Tee, they Enter. If thou truly lov'ft me. 
Either forbear this Subjeft, or retire. 

Enter Htemon, Guards^ with Phorbas. 

Joe. Prepare then,wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A Story, that fliall turn thee into Stone. 
Could there be hew*n a monft*rous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by fome God, 
Through which the Groans of Ghofts might ftrike thy 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will. [Ears, 
Hark, hark! a hollow Voice calls oiit aloud, 
Jocafia : Yes, Tfl to ihe Royal Bed, Where 



Where 6rft tire Myftcrics of dor L<ive$ were afted. 
And doable dye it with imperial Crimibn ^ . 
Tear off this curling Hair, 
Be gorg'd with Fire, ftabevery vital Part, . 
And, when at laft Vm flain, to Crown the horronr,' 
My poor tormented Ghoft ihaU cleave the Ground. 
^To try if Hell can ytt more deeply wound. lEJc. 
' OEdip. She*s gone *, and as Ihe went, methotight her 
Grew larger, while a thoufand frantick Spirits [Eyes 
Seething, like riflng Babbles, on the Brim, • 
Peep*d from the wat'ry Brink, and glow'd upon me; 
I'll leek no more ^ but huih my Genius up 
That tiirows me on my Fate.— *4mpoflible ! 
O wretched Man, whole too toobutie Thoughts 
Ride fwifter than the galloping HeaV*ns round. 
With an eternal hurry of the Soul : 
Nay, there's a Time when ev'n the rowKng^Year ' 
Seems to fiand ftill, dead Calms are in the Oceans 
When not a Breath difturbs the drowzy Waves t 
Bat Man, the very Monfter of the World, 
Is ne'er at reft, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, fince Deftiny thus drives us on,' 
Let's know the Bottom . H(tmm^ you 1 fent : 
Where is that Pifrwi^f / ^ 

Henu Here, my Royal Lord. 

OEdip. Speak firft, ty£gt(m^ fay, is this the M^n ? 

tyEge. My Lord, it is : Tho' Time hasplotrgVd that 
With many Furrows fince I faw it firit \ tFacc 
Yeit I'm too well acquainted withtheGi'ound^quiteta 

OEdip. Peace-, ftand back awhile. [forget it. 

Come hither Friend *, I hear thy Name is Fhorlrds. 
Why doft thou turn thy Face ? I charge theeanfwer 
To what I fhall enquire : Wert thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus here in Thehes^^ 

Phor. I wasygreat Sir, his true and faithful Servant ^ 
Bom and bredup inCourt,no forei^nSlave.Eploy ment«^ 

OEdip. What Office hadft thou ? what was-thy Em- 

Ph$r. He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleafures j 
For much h^ lovM 'em : Oft I xntcrtairfi 
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WUfc {porting Swains, o'er whom I had coSmafrfl; 
Of^^'. Where was thy Refidence ? To what part o' 
CHdft tnoa moft frequently refort ? [th* Country 
Phor. To Mount Ctthtron^ and the pleafiint Vallies 
^Which all about lie IhadowingitslargeFcet. iPhorbas i 
' OEdip.Comthxik^j£geon. Ha4 why ftart'ft thou 
Forward I fay, and Face to Face confront him \ 
Jjook wiftly on him^ through him, if thou canft. 
And tell me on thy Life, lay, doft thou know him? 
Didft thou e'er fee him ? coaverfe with hiai 
Near hAQxmt<!ith^ron ! 
Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man ? 
OEdip. This Man, this old, this venerable Man r 
Speak, did*il thou eyer meet him there ? 
Pie>r. Where, (acred Sir? 
OEdip. NearMountO>/»f rw, an fwerto thePurpofe^ 
*Tis a King fpcaks •, and Royal Minutes-are 
Of much more worth than -thoufand Vul^ir Yjcars.: 
Did'il thou e*er fee this Man near Mount Gitkstron t 
Phor. Mott. fiireimyLord,! have feenUnes like thofc 
His Vifage bears^^ but know not where, nor when. 

c/£gc. Wt poffible you ftiould forget your antient 
ThcJC are perhaos ~~ ' [Friend? 

Particulars, which may excite your dead Remem- 
Have you forgot I tooh an Infant from you, [bVance. 
Doom*d to be murdered in that gloomy Vale ? 
The Swadling-bands werePurple, wrought with Gold. 
-Have you forgot too how you wept, and beg'd 
iThat.l (hould Dreed hku up, and ask no more. 

JPhpr. What e'er I bneg'd •, thou like a Dotard, 
More than is requifite : And what of this ? [fpeak'ft 
Why is it mentioned now ? And why, O why 
Doft thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend ? 

ty£ge. Be not too rafh. That Infent grew at laft 

A King-, and here the happy MonarcWlands. [utter'd ! 

fhor. Ha! whither would'ft thaii?0 what haft thou 

For what thou'ft (aid, Deathftriketheedarabforever. 

OEdip. Forbear to curfe the Innocent ^ and be 
Accurft thy fdLf, -thou ftiifting Tray tor.. Villain, 
jDamn'dHy|)Ocrite, equivocating Slave, J^hcr. 
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?A?r,OHeav*ns! wherein, myLord,have loiFended ? 

OEdip Why fpeak you not according to my Charge? 
Brihgforth the Rack v finc« Mildnels cannot win yoU| 
Torments (hall force. 

P/wr.^Hold, hold^ O dreadful Sir*, 
you wUl not rack an innocent old ManZ 
. OEMpi Speak then. 

Thor. Alas, what would yoH' have me fay ^ [fantf' 



Jhorbas had perifliM in that very Moment, [dying; 
0£^/p.Moment ! Thou ihalt bieHours^Days^Years a 
Here, bind his Hands*, he dallies with my Fury.: 
But I Jhall find.a.way— — 

Pi&tfr. My Lord, 1 faid 
I gave thelnfantto him. 
OEdip. Was he thy owiK or given thee by thbtter? 

Phor. He was not mine, but^en me by another. 

0£^f/^. Whence ? and from, whom? whatCity^? 
Of what Houfe ? 

P^wr. O, Roval Sir, I bow me to -the Ground, ; 
W^uld I could fink beneath it : By the Gods, 
i do Conjure you-to inquire no more. [Racfc:; 

OEdip^ Furies and Hell ! H^mn^ bring forth the 
Fetch hitherCords,andKnives, and fulphurousFlames: 
He ihall be bound, and g^fK4, his SIunileadofFf 
And burnt alive. 
, JPAtfr. O'^are my Age. 

OEdip. Rife then, and'fped;k; 

Thor. Dread Sir, I will. 

iXEdip^ Who gave that Infant to thee ? 

Phor. One of King Lajus Family. 

OEdip, O, you immortal Gods !But fay, who was't? 
Which of the Family of Lajus gave it ? 
A Servant vorone cit the RoyaLBlood ? 

Phor. t> wretched State ! I die, unlefs I fpeak \ 
And if I fpeak, moft certaiivDeath attends me ! [fpeak, 

OEdip* Thou Ihalt not die, fpeak then,who was it? 
;While I have Senfe to uuderftand the Honour; 
^QT I^row cold. "*- "; ' j^^r* 
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Fhrl The C^cen Jocafia told m«/ 
It was her SonDy L^»/. 
^ OEdip.0 yoa Gods ! ^ But did fhe give ft thee? 

fhor. My Lord* flie did. [my Heart ^^ 

OEdip. Wherwire? for what ? -^ O break not yet, 
Tho' my Eyes burft, no matter: wilt thoa teU me. 
Or mu^ I ask for ever ? for what End ? 
^hy gave ihe thee her Child ? 

Phw. To miirder it- _ ^ 

OEdip.Q more than lavage 1 mnrder her own 
.Without a Caufe ! Crowds V 

PiK^r. There was adreadfid one 
VThich had foretold, that moft unhamy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother* 

OEdip. But one Thing more. 
^ocafia told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was (lain \ Speak, I conjure theej 
For I ihall never ask thee ought again, 
^hat was the Number of th' Affaifinates? 

Thor. The dreadful Deed was aftcd bat by one ; 
Atd fure that one had much of your Refemblance. 

OEdip. 'Tis well ! I thank yon, Gods ! 'tis won- 
Daggers, and Poifon *, O there is no need [dYous well ! 
For my Difpath ; And you, you mercileis Pow'rs, 
Hoord upyourThander^ftones ykeep, keep yourBolts 
For Crimes of little note. IFaSs. 

>idr.Help,i^<e/;f.help,and bow him gentlyforward'i 
Chafe, chafe his Temples : How the mighty Spirits, 
Half ftrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais^i^ 
^Struggle for Vent : But fee, he breathes again, 
A]^d vigorous Nature breaks through all Oppofidon. 
Ho^y fares my Royal Friend ? 

OEdip. The worfe for you. 
'O barbarous Men, and oh the hated Light, 
Why did you force me back to curfe the Day ; 
To curfe my Friends -, to blaft with this dark Breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? [down. 
To raife new Plagues, and call new Vengeance 
^hy did you tempt the Gods^ and dare to touch me ? 

Methinkfi 
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Methinks thete's not a Hand that grafps this Hell, 
Bat fhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 
Stand from this Spot, I wilh you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, leaft the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already. 

IDrawS'f and claps h}S Sword to his Breafi^ which 
Adrdi&usfirikes away with his Foot. 

Adr. You Ihall no more be trufted with your Life: 
Creon-, Alcander^Ti^tmon^ help to hold him. 

OEdip. Cruel Mraftus I wilt thou, Hamon too I 
Are thefe the Obligations of my Friends ? 

worfe than worft of my mod barbarous Foes ! 
Dear, dear Adraftus^ look with half an Eye 

On my unheard-of .Woes, and judge thy felf. 
If it be fit that fuch a Wretch Ihould live ! 
O, by thefe melting Eyes, uausM to weep, 
WithallthelowSubmiflionsof aSlave, » , 

1 do conjure thee give my Horrors way ', 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 

As well thou may'ft advifc a-tortur'd Wretch, ^ 

All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds,, 

And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 

Adr. My Lord, you ask me Thmgsf impofflble i 

And I with Juftice ftiould be thought your Foe^ 

To leave you in this Tempeft of your Soul. ^ ^ 
7?r.Tho'l)anifli'dT/x*w,inC<vi/ir*youmayReignr5\ 

Th' infernal Pow'rs themfelves exaft no more ', 
Calm then your Rage, and once more feek the Gods. 

OEdip.VW have no more to do with Gods,norMeny 
Hence^ from my Arms, avaunt. Enjoy thy Mother I 
Wiat, violate, with Beaftial Appetite, 
The facred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn ! 
This is not to be born ! Hence *, off, I fay ', 
For they who let my Vengeance, make themfelves- 
Accomplices in my moft horrid Guilt. 

Adr. Let it be fo •, We*)l fence HeavVs Fury from 
And fufFer all together •, This perhaps, Cyou, 

When Ruin conies, may help to break your FalL 

OEdip. O that, as. oft I have at Aibens feea 
Ihe Stage arife, and the big Clouds defcend ; So 
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So now in very Deed 1 might behold 
The ponderous Earth, and all yon MarMe Roof 
Meet, like the Hands of Jovcj and crafti Mankind v 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 
Coeleftial, nay, Terreftial and Infernal, 
Confpirethe Rack of outcaft OEdipus. 
Fall Darknefs then, and everlafting Night 
Shadow the Globe ^ may the Sun never dawn^ 
The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb j 
And for an Univerfal Rout 6f Nature 
Through all theinmoft Chambers of the Sky^ 
May there not be a glimofe, one Starry Spark, 
But Gods meet Gods, ana Juftle in the Dark. 
That Jars may rife, and Wrath Divine be hurlM,' 
Which may to Atoms Ihake the folidWorld. lExwtt. 





ACT V. Sr C B N E^ Kr 

JBnter Creon, Alcander, and Pyracmom 

HebesH atlengthmyown ^ and all my Wiflies^ 
Which (brewere great asRoyaltyc^r form*d, 
Fortune and myanfoiciousStars havecrown'd. 
O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition. 
Where all its different Dnes are rcconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the Buming-glafi of Glory ! 

PyTs Might I be Counfeller, I wodd intreat yoii 
To cool a little. Sir ; 
Iiind out Ewydice'^ 
And, with the Refolution of a Man 
Mark*d out for Greatneis, give the fatal Choice > 
Of Death, or Marriage. 

vi/r.Survey cursM 0£Wi^»/, 
As one who, tho* UnfMtunate, bdovM, 
JJiought Innocent^ and therefore much lamented^ 
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By dl theTMans\ you muft mark Mm dead ; 
Sitfce nothing but his Death, not Banifiiment, 
Caa give AiTura&ce to your doabtfoi Reign. 

Cr^. Well have you done, to fnatch me from the 
Of rackingTranfport^where thelittleStreams [Storm 
Of Love, Revenge^ and all the under Paifion% 
As Waters are by Kicking Whirl-pools drav^n. 
Were quite'dcvoufd in the vaft Gulph of Empire; 
Therefore, JPp*^ci9i^ff>a$ you boldly urg*df 
Eurydke Ihail die, or be my Bride. 
Meander y fumm^fi to their Mafter*s Aid 
My menial Servants, and all thofe wh<»n Change 
Of State, and hope of the new Monarches Favour, 
Can win to take our Part *, Away« What now ? 

[£a% Alcandec 
Etaer H0mon« 

When Hdmm weeps, without thehdp of Gi^ofts^i 
1 may foretel there is a fatal Caufe. 

H^un. Is't poffible you fhould be ignorant 
Of what has happened to the defperate King ? 

Ore. \ know no more, but that he was conduced 
Into his Clofet, where I faw him fling 
Mils trembling Body on the Royal Bed ; 
All left him there, at his Defire, alone \ 
But fufe no 111, unlefs he dy'd with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 

HAm. I did', and, having locked the Door, I ftood^ 
And through a Chink I found, not only heard. 
But (aw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him ; 
At firft, deep Sighs heav'd from his woeful Heart 
Murmurs,andGroans,that fiiook theoutwardRoomf> 
And art thou ftill alive^ Oh Wretch ! he cry'd j 
Thengroan'd again, as if hisforrowful Soul 
Had crack'd the Strings of Life, and burft away. 

Cre. I weep t o hear^ how then fhould I have griev'd^ 
Had I beheld this wond'rous Heap of Sorrow ! 
But, to the fat^U Period. 

H£m» Thrice he ftruck. 
With ail his Force, his hollow groaning Breafl*,' 

And 



66 OE D I p u i^. 

And thus, with Out-cfies, to himfelf complain*^. 
But thou canft wreep then, and thou think'ff 'tis wcU,; 
Thcfe Bubbles of the fliallowcft emptied Sorrow, '■ 
Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are fet on 5 
Yet thefe thou think'ft are ample Satisfaftion 
For bloodied Murder, and for burning Luft % 
No, Parricide •, if thou niuft weep, weep Blood \ 
Weep Eyes, inftead of Tears ', O, by the Gods, 
•Tis greatly thought, he cry*d, and fits my Woes; 
' Which faid, He fmiPd revengefully, and leapt ^ 

Upon the Floor j thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery Red, and glowing Vengeance i 
Gods, I accufe you not, tho' I no more 
Will view yourHeav'n,*tilI with more durableGlafles^ 
The mighty Souls immortal Perfpcftives. 
I find your dazling Beings *, Take, he cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laft, your fatal Farewelview.' 
When with a Groan, that feem*d the Call of Death, 
With horrid Force lifting his impious Hands, 
He fnatch*d, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs^ 
The Balls of Sight, and dafli*d*em on the Ground. 

Cre. A Mafter-piece of Horror*, new and dreadful ! 

Ham. I ran to fuccour him •, but, oh ! too late •, 
For he had plucked the remnant Strings away, 
What then remains, but that I find Tirefas^ 
Who, with hisWiHom, may allay thofe Furies 
That haunt his gloomy Soul ? lEx. 

Cre. Heav'n will reward 
Thy care ^ moft honeft, faithful, foolifli Harmmi 
But fee, -/f/c^»^3?tfr enters, well attended. 

Enter Meander attended* 
i fee thou haft been diligent. 

Ale. Nothing thefe,' 
For Number, to the Crowds that foon wiS follow ', 
Be refolute. 
And call your utmoft Fury to revenge. 

Cre. Ha! thou haft given 

Th' Alarm to Cruelty •, and never may 

Thefe 
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Thefe Eye&be dos'd, 'till they behold Adrafius 
StretcE'd at the Feet of falfe Ewrydice. 
Bat fee, they're here ! iretire a while, and mark. 
Enter Adraftus, and Eurydice, attended. 

Adr, Alas, Eurydke^ what fond rafh Man, 
What inconiiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That flbali hereafter read the Fate of OEdipusi 
y(ill dare, with his frail Hand, to graft) a Scepter ? 

Eur. Tis true, a Crown feems drcadfal, and I wifh 
That you and I, more lowly placed, might pais 
Our fofter Hours in humble Cells away : 
Mot but Move you to that infinite Height, 
I could ( O wond»rous Proof of fierceft Love ! ) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 

Adr^ Take then this nioft lov*d Innocence away; 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes^ 
From Blood and Murder, 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, 
Rapes, Death, and Treafon, from that Fury Creon : 
Vouchfafe that I, o*er-joy'd, may bear you.ihence. 
And at your Feet prefent the Crown of Jirgos. 

[Creon and Attendants come up to html 

Cre. 1 have o'er-heard thy black Dsfign, Adrafius. 
And therefore, as a Tray tor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot : Let it fuffice 
That Thebes furveys thee as a Prince •, ^bufe aot 
Her proflFer'd Mercy, but retire betimes, 
Left flie repent, and haften on thy Doom. 

Adr. Think not, moft abjeft, 
Moft abhor'd of Men, 
Adfafius will vouchfafe to anfwer thee ; 
Thebansj to >ou I juftifie my Love : 
I have addreft my Prayers to this fair Princels '^ 
But, if I ever meant a Violence, 
Or thought to Ravifli, as that Tray tor did. 
What hiumbleft Adorations could not win ; 
Bcand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diftionour, 
And let Men curfe me by the Name of Creon ! 

Eur. Hear me, Q Ihebans^ if you dread theWrath 

G Of 
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Of her whom Fate ordainM to he your Qaeeti^ * 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Live^ 
To take the Part of that Rebellious Tray tor. 
By the Dedrec of Royal OEdipusj 
^By Queen Jociifids Order, by whaKs moi^, 
My own dear Vows of everlafting Love, 
^I here ref^ to Prince jidraftus Arms 
.All that the World can make me Miftrefs of. 

Ore. O per jur*d Woman ! 
Draw all •, and when I give the Word, fall otu 
Traytor, refign the Princefs, or this moment 
"Expcft, with all thofe mdl unfortunate Wretches^ 
5Upon this fpot ftraight to be hewn in pieces: 

jidr. No, Villain , no ^ 
"With twice thofe odds of Men, 
^ I doubt not in this Cade to vanquifli thee. 
Captain, remember to your Care I give 
My Love j ten thou&nd thou&nd Times moreDea* 
Jhan Life, or Liberty. 

Cre. Fall on, Alcander. 
Pyracmon^ you and I muft wheel about 
For nobler Game, *the Prihcefe. 

jidr. Ah, Traytor, doft tjiou Ihun me ? 
Follow, follow. 

My brave Companions •, fee, the Cowards fly. 
X^Ex. fighting : Creon'i Party beaten ofhy Adraftus. 

Enter OEdipus. 
OEdip. O, 'tis too little this, thy.lofs of Sight, 
What has it done ? I fliall be gaz'd at now 
The more ^ be pointed at, there goes the Monfter! 
Hot have I hid my Horrors from my felf j 
For tho' corporeal Light he loft for ever, 
The bright reflefling Soul, thro' glaring Opticks, 
Prefents in larger Size her black Ideas, 
Doubling the bloody Profpe^ of my Crimes: 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her aft again, 
With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell and FjiriesJ 
Ha ! now the baleful OfFfpring** brought to light 1 
In horrid Form' they rank themfelves before me ; 
,What (hall I call this Medley of Creation ? . Here 
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Here oriei with all th' Obedience of a Son J 
Borrowing Jocafias Look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father: There a fturdy Boy,. 
Refemblini; Lajus juft as when I kiird him, 
B^rs up, and with his cold Hand grafping minei 
Cries out, how fares my Brother OEdipus ? 
What, Sons and Brothers I-Siftersand Daughters too !' 
Fly all, be gone, fly from my whirling Brain •, 
Hence, Inceft, Murder \ hence, you ghaftly Figures I 
O Gods! Gods, anfwer v is there any mean ? 
Let me go mad, or die. 

Enter Jocafta. 
3W. Wherc,whcrc is this moft wretched of Mankind, . 
This (lately Image of Imperial Sorrow, 
Whofe Story told, whofe very Name but mentioned , - 
Would cool the Rage of Feavers, and unlo^rk 
The Hand of Lufl from the pale Virgin's Hair, 
And throw the Ravi (her before her Feet ? 

OEdip. By all my Tears, I think Jocaftfs Voice I' 
ttence •, fly *, be gone I O thou far worfe than worft 
Of damning Charmers! Oabhor'd, loath'd Creature • 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends^ I charge thee. 
Far as the Eaft, Weft, North, or South of Heav*n j\ 
But think not thou fhalt ever enter there : 
The Golden Gates are barrU with Adamant, 
*Gainft thee, and me ^ and the Coeleftial Guards, 
Sill as we rife, will dafli our Spirits down. 

Joe. O wretched Pair ! Ogreatly wretched we ! 
Two Worlds of V^^oe ! 

OEdip. Art thou not gone then ? Ha ! 
How dar'ft thou fland the Fury of the Gods ? 
Or com'fl: thou in the Grave to reap new Pleafares ? ' 

JFtfc.Talk on,' till thou mak'ft mad my rowlingBrain i 
Groan ftill more Death ', and may thofe difmalSources 
Still bubble on, and poor forth Blodd and Tears. 
Methinks, at fuch a Meeting, Heaven ftands ftill \ 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows : This Mole-hill Earth 
Is heavM no more : The bufy Emmets ceafe j 
Yet hear me on— '- 

0£^/p. Speak then^^and bull my SouL Q 7^. Joel 
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Joe. O, my lov'd Lord, tho* I refolve a Ruiai 
To match my Crimes i by all my Miferies, 
*Tis Horror, worfe than thouiand thoufand Deaths, 
To fend me hence without a kind Farewel. 

OEdif.Goisyhovr fhe fliakes me ! ftay thcc fijocaftaj 
Speak iomething 'ere thou goeft for ever from me. 

Jfor.Tis Woman's Weaknefs, that I wouM be pity 'd i 
Pardon me then, O Greateft, tho* moft Wretched^ 
Of all thy Kind ; My Soul is on the Brink, 
And fees the boiling Furnace juft beneath: 
Do not thou pufli me off, aud I will ga. 
With fuch a Willingnels, as if that Heav'n 
^With all its Glory ^ow*d for my Reception* 

OEdip. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Naturc-j 
It works with Kindnefs o'er: Give, give me way v^ 
I feel a Melting here, a Tendernefi, 
Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods ! 
Direft me to thy Knees: Yet, oh, forbear^ 
Leaft th^dead Embers fhould revive. 

Stand off and at juft Diftance 

Let me groan my Horrors here 

On the Earth, here blow my utmofl Gale ; 
Here fob my Sorrows, Uill I burft with Siting : 
■Here Gafp and Languifli out my wounded SouL 

Jac In fpight of all thofe Crimes the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence j 
Know yours : 'Tis Fate alone that oiakes us wretched. 
For you are ftill my Husband. 

OEdip. Swear I am* 
And 1*11 believe thee •, fteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think *em no Pollutions,' 
But chafte as Spirits Joys : Gently TH come. 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee,' 
And fold thee foftly in my Arms to flumber. 

IThe Ghofi tf/Lajus afcends bf degrees^ pointing at 
Jocafta- 

Joe. Begone, my Lord ! Alas, what are we doing? 
Fly from my Arms! Whirl- winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us ! O thrice happy thou. 

Who has no Ufe of Eyes ^ for here's a Sight Would 
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Would turn the meltkig Face of Mercy V iel f 
Jo ^ wild Fury/ 

OEdip. Ha ! What Tecft thou there ? 

Joe. Thip Spirit of my Husband ! O the Gods ! ^ 
iiow wan he looks ! 

OEdip. Thou rav'ft i thy Husband*s here. 

Joe. There, there he mounts 
In circling Fire, amongft the blufhing Qouds ! ^■ 
And fee, he waves Jacafla from the World ! 

Ghofi. Joeafia^ OEtUpus^ iP^dniJh wkh TJmdHQ - 

OEdip. What would'ft thou have ? 
Thou know'ft I cannot come to thee, detained 
In Darknefs here, and kept from Means of DeathJ - 
Tve heard a Spirits Force is wonderful v 
At whofe Approach, when ftartiag from nis Dungeon^ ^ 
The Earth does fliake, and the. old Ocean groans *, 
Rocks are removal, andTow*rs are thund'red down: 
And Walls of Brafs, and Gates of Adamant 
Are paffable as Air, and fleet like Winds^ 

Joe. Was that a Raven's Croak \ or my Son*sVoice? . 
No matter whicli v I'M to the Grave and hide me. ^ 
Earth open, or I'll tear thy Bowels up. 
Hark ! He goes on, and bhbs the Deed of Incelr. 

OEdip. Strike then imperial Ghoft i dafh all at oncd . : 
This Houfe of Qay into a thoufand Pieces % 
Tiat my poor lingering Soul may take her Fkght ^ 
To your immortal Dwellings. 

Joe. Hafte thee then. 
Or 1 fliall be before thee : See, thou can'tt not fee \ , 
Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on •, 
ni mount, rU flr, and with a Port Divine 
Glide all along the giudy milky Soil, 
To find my Ligus out •, ask every God -^ 
In his bright Palace, if heknpws my Lajusy 
My murder'd Li^us ! ^ 

OEdip. Ha I How's this, Jocafta? 
Nay, it thy Brain be fick, then thou art happy. 

Joe. Ha \ Will you not ? Shall I not find him out? 
Will you not ftow him ? Are my Tears defpis'd ? ' 
- ' Gj. ^' " Whx> 



7^ OE D I p u s. 

Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad^ 
And fright you with my Cries i yes, cruel God^ 
Tho' Vulturesi Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 
ril fnatch coeleftial Flames, fire all yout Dwellings^ 
Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doojs 
Of Chryftal fly from oiF their Diamond Hinges v- 
Drive you all out from your Ambrofial Hives, 
To fwarm like Bees about the Field of Heav'n y 
This will I do, unlefs you fliew me Lajus^ * 
My Dear, my murder'd Lord.O Lajus! LajuslLajusf 

lEx. Jocafta. 

OEdip. Ejccellen t Grief! why, this is as it Ihould be ! 
Ko Mourning can be fuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madnefs forms^ 
I cou'd have wifh'd methought for Sight again. 
To mark the Gisillantry of her Diftraftion. 
Her blazing Eyes darting the wand'ring Stars, 
P have feen her mouth theHeav'ns,and mate theGod?^ 
jWhile with her thund'ring Voice (he nicnac'd high^ 
'And every Accent twang'd with fmartihg Sorrow j 
But what'« all this to thee ? Thou, Coward, yet 
Art living, can'ft not, wilt not find the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Deaths 
Tho* thou&nd Ways lead to his thouiand Doors^ 
.Which Day and Night ate ftill unbarr'd for all. 

{.Clajhing ofSemrds : Drums and Trumpets withoutl 
Hark 1 'ti$ the Noife of-daftiing Swords ! the Sound T 
Comes near. O, that a Battel wotfd come o'er me ! 
H I but grafo a Sword, or wreft a Dagger,. 
Yll make a Ruin with the firft that falls. 
Enter HcEnioo, with Guards. 

HamStiTJ^ him, and bear hmi to theWefterftTow'r j^ 
Pardon mey Sacred Sir; Tam informM' 
That Cregn has Defigns upon your-Dfe. 
Forgive me then, if, to preferveyou frpm him>-' 
I order your Confinements 

OEdip. Slaves, unhand me.- 
I think thou haft a Sword. 'Twas the wrong fidcC > 
Yet, cruel H^mon^ think not I wilLlive*,, 

He that could tear his £yes out, fure can find Some^ 
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Or. if I ft^rve ! But that's a^ ling- ring Fate : - 

Or if I/teive ray Brain€ upon the Wall ! . 

The aietf Soul*can eafily o'er-fhobt 

Thofe Bounds with which thou ftriv'ft to Pale her irij 

Yes, I will perifli in defoite of thee :, 

And, by the Rage that nirs me* if I meet thee ~ 

Int'&therWorldj^rilcurfetheetorthisU&ge. lExit} 

Hahi. Tirefiasy after him v and« with yourGwnfel][ 
lAdvife him humbly ^ charm, if polfible, 
Thefe Feuds within, while I withou^extinguillfy' 
Or perifli in th' Attempt, the furious Crem ^ 
illat Brand which fets our City^in a Flame* 

Tir. Heav'n profper your Intent, and give a PeriodT 
Tovali our Plagues : What old' Ttrtfias can, 
Shall ftraight be done. Lead, MantOi tO'the Tow'r:' 

\Mx* Tir. and Mant: i 

£ki». Follow me allf* and help to part this Fray^ 

llrumpets again i 
Or fall together in^the^bloody Broil. lEx^ 

Enttr Greon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and his Party^ 

giving Ground to Adraft us*. . 

Ore. Hold, hold your Arms,^rfr^J7?wPrin€e of jirgpsi 
Hl^p, and behold y Eurydice is my Prifonen 

j4dr. What wouki'ft thou,' Hell-hound ? ? 

Cre. See this brandifli'd Da^er : 
Forego th' Advantage which thy Arm has won^ 
Or, by the Blood which trembles^ro' the Heart 
Of her, whom more than Life, I know thou lov'fl*,' 
ril bury to the Haft, in her fair Breaft^ 
[This: Inftruraent of my Revenge. [bloody Hand.' 

jidr. Stay thee, damn'd'Wretch •,. hold, ftop thy 

Crf.. Give order then, that on this Inftant, now^ 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ftraight disband. 

jidr. Away^ my Friends, fince Fate has fo allotted. 
Be gone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. 

Eur* Ah, my Adrafius! Call'efn, call 'em back ! 
Stand there •, come back ! O cruel, barbarous Men ! 
Cfculd you then leave yourLord,yourPrirtce,yourKii>gi i 
After fo bravely having fooght his Caufe^ To I 
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To perifli by the Hand of this bafe Vaiam t 
,Why rather rufli you not at once together 
All to his Ruin ? Drag bioa thro' the Streets^ 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates % 
Hot let my Death af&kht yoor 

Cre. Die firft thy fdf then.. 

jidr^ Of I charge thee held»^ 
Hfence, from my PreTence all: He's not my FriciKf 
Jhdt ^fofa^ : See^ art thou now appeased ? 

Or jb there on^ elie yet remains to do. 
That can attone thee ^ Slack thy thirft of Blood 
yfith mine j but fave, O fiiTe that innocent WrctcK^ 

Cr^ •ForegOtliySword,and yield thy felf myPriftmer^ 

Eur. Yet while thece's any dawn of Hope to&ve 
Thy precious life, my dear Adraflusy 
What-e'er thou doft, deliver not thy Sword ; 
With that thou may'ft get off, tho^Odds oppofe thee. - 
For me, O fear not ^ no, he dares not touch me^ 
His horrid Love wiU fpare me« Keep thy Sword ; 
leaft I be Ravifli'd after thou art flain. 

^dr. Inftruft me, Gods, what fhall AdrafiusAo ? 

Cre Do what thou wilt,wben fke is dead,my Soldiers - 
With Numbers will o»er-pow'r thee. Is't thy Wiili 4 
EttrySce ihbuld fall before thee? 

^^. Tray tor, na 
Better that thou and I^ and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 

Ore. Then caft thy Sword away. 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ftrike: rpaufeJr 

Air. Hold thy rais'd Arm % give me a moment's. 
My Father, when he hleft me, gave me this : 
My Son, faid he, let this be thy laft Refc^ ; 
If thou forego'ft it, Mifery attends the^j : 
Yet Love now charms it from me \ wifich in all 
The Hazards of my Life I never lolt. 
Tis thine, ray faithful Sword, my only truft ; 
The' my Hen-t tells aie that the Gift is fatal. 

Cre. Fatal ! Yes, foolilh Love-fick Prince, itflialli: 
Jhy Arrogtnce, thy Scorn^ . ^ My,^ 
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My Wound's remembVance, 
Turn all at once the fatal Point on theer 
JNracfMmy to the Palace, difpatch 
The Kingi hang Hamm up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppofe me : Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for what-ever thou can'ft dare. 
£ftr.Hold, Creon-i or thro* me, thro' me you wound.' 
Adr* Off, Madam, or we perifli both -, behold 
Tm not unarmed, my Ponyard^s in rxiy Hand : 
Therefore away. 
Enr. I'll guard your Life with mine* 
Cr^.Die both then \ there is now no time for dally ings! 

ilGlls Eurydice^. 
jE«n Ah,Prince,farewel j farewel,ray dear Adrafins, 

{.Dies. 
Adr. Unheard of Mbnfter ! Eldeft born of Hell J^ 
Down to thy primitive Fkmes. \Stabs Creon;. 

Cre. Help, Soldiers, help ^ revenge me. 
Adr. More ^ yet more y a thoufand Wounds ! 
ru ftamp thee ftill, thus to the gaping Furies. 

[Adraftus/tf//x, hiffd by the Soldiers.. 
Enter Hoemon, Guards^ with Alcander and Pyrac* 

mon bound ; the Ajfaffwsare driven off. 
O H4unon^ I am ilun \ nor need! name. 
Th* inhuman Author of all Villanies* J. 
There he lies gafping. 

Cr^. If I muft plunge in Flames, 
Burn firft my Arm *, bafe Inftrument, unfit 
To aft: thei Diftates of my daring Mind : 
Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subftitute 
Of the- God, Ambition* \JDiesl 

Adr. She*s^one •, OdeadlyMarks-man,intheHeart k 
Yet in the Pangs of Death ihe grafps my Hand-. 
Her Lips too tremble, as if flie would (peak , 
Her Uft Farewel. O, OEdipus^ thy Fall 
Is great •, and nobly now thou goeft attended ! . 
Th^y talk of Heroes, and Coeleftial Beauties, 
And wond*raus Pleasures in the other World ; 
Let me but find her there, , I ask no more. [D/Vd 

Evtet^ 
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Emer a Cipt^m to Hxmon\ rpithT\TtRisaf$dtAmtdi^ 

Cap. O, Sir, the Queen Jocafia^ fwift and wild9- 
As a roby Tygrefi bounding o*er the WoodSy 
Has afted Murders that amaze Mankind. 
In twilled Gold I (aw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed-Royal, and her little Sons 
Stab'd thro' the Breads upon the bloody PiUowrsT 

Hdm. RelentleS Heavens I Is then the Fate ofLajsii- 
Never to be atton'd ? How lacred ought 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire^s Blood for Eicpiation ? 
But fee r The furious mad Jocafia^s nere. 
Scene drawsy and difcovers Jocafta Md by her Women j 

and (taifd in many Places of her Bofom^ her Hair^ 

dijheveVd *, her Children flam upon the Bed. 
Was ever yet a Sight of fo much Horrour^ 
And Pity brought to View \ 

Joe. Ahj cruel Women ! 
Will you not let me take my Uft Farev^l 
Of thofe dear Babes ? O let me run and feal 
My melting Soul upon their bubling Wounds T 
f H print u(»on their coral Mouths luch Rifles^ 
As fliall recal their wandering Spirits home. 
LaI me gO| let me go, or I will tear you Picce-meaL. 
Help, Hdtmon^ help : 

Help, OBdipus \ help, Gods ; Jocafia dies. 

Enter OEdipus Aove. 

OEdip. Tve found a Window, and I thank die Gdd« 
^t'is quite unbarr'd : Sure by the diftant Noife, 
The Height will fit my fatal Purpole well. 

Joe. What hoa, my OEdipus ! See, wherehe flandsl 
His groping Ghoft is lodg'cf upon a Tow'f r 
Nor can it find the Road : Mount, mount, my Soul \ 
ril wrap thy IhiveringSpirit inLambentFlimes ! and (b 
But fee ! we're landed on the happy Coaft -, [we*ll feib 
And all the golden Strands are coverM o*er 
With glorious Gods, that come to try our Caufe. 
Jove^ Jove^ whofe Ma jcfty now finks me down^ 
He who himfelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and fliali acquit us. O^ 'tis done , !Tis 



7Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine j 
'/indOEdipus Ibalt now be ever mine* [D/>^^ 

- 0£^ Speak^ i^ARravK v wbat bas Fati beendotng^ 
?W^hat dreadful Deed has nnd Jocafla done ? [there ? 

/f<e/w. The Qiieeaher felf, and iill your wretched 
J Are by her Fury flain. £0ff-(pring, 

0£^^- By all my Woes, ' ^ 

She has out-done me, in Revertge and Murder ; 
And I fftould envy her the fed Apphufe : 
But, Oh \ my Children ! Oh, what have they done? 
This was not like the Mercy of the Heav'n§| 
To fet her Madnefs on fuch Cruelty. 
This ftirs me more than all my Sufferings, 
JVnd with my lall Breath I moft call you Tyraatli^ 

Ua^. What mean yoi% Sir ? 

OEdip* JocaAa ! Lo, I come. ' 
OLajusTi Labdacusy and all you Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet mej 
All weeping rang*d along the gloomy Shore : 
Extend ydur Armsf embrace me, for I come;; 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a Mortal's daring : 
And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death,' 
Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder. 
Once more, thus wing*d by horrid Fate, I come 
Swift as a falling Meteor j lo, I fly, 
:And thus go downwards to the darker Sky. 

iThunder. He flings himjelf from the Window : The 
Thebans gather about his Body. 

H^m. O Prophet, OEdipus is now no more ! 
O cursM Effeft of the moft deep Difpair ! 

Tir.Ceafe your Complaints, and hear his Body hencej 
The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping T&rf'^j, 
Whom HeaVn decrees to raife with Peace and Glory* 
Yet, by tkefe terrible Examples warn'd, 
The lacred Fury thus alarms the World. - 

Let none, tho* ne'er fo Vertuous, Great and High, 
Be judg'd entirely bleft before they Die* 

Y E ^ I: 



EPILOGUE. 

^AT Sophoclei uuU uMdirtnh ahni', 
Our Ptittftvid » Wnkftr mm tbtimiei 
^nd thmfm V»t l»f tuning ut tbt Piitt, 
With 0M thtir Pnet, U draw thtirf mints Mafi 
»t hmt ivn Seneca tjlnug Muft, [frm Grccw. 
!;orneilleV Shtuldin did rifuft. * 

S» hard It it tff Atheniin Hsrf tt firing ! 
St much t»iCmf»U yield U mttyt^ King. 
Temar Mud PUj thii mh»lt Poem jhsy j 
Ihemigbtiefi Math:net th»t cm mmnt a Flsjj 
Hj» ht»vr will thifi Fulgm Seuh it f*md , 
Whtm tw Jitih Enginei «tnnn tstvt frem Greund t 
Whm Greeoe and ^amt hmve fmiVd ufmthii Birth, 
r»u tm itft Darm fir inefnr fptt *f E»rtb j 
And vbin p"* Childrin ^ad your ^iidginint fucb, 
Tbe/U fmf" 'f'"'' ^'^"t ""'i '"'?> ihemfelvit Urn Datch -; 
Eath h»uzf"J Po'f »'■'/ i'^tr mitb t»fe. 
How mmh his Wit mufi wider-wtite ft pleafe. 
Ai fime firapg Churl vftuld trandlpiing gdvMet 
The menumental S»»rd that cinqitet'd France ; 
S« jtu, iy judging this, ytur Judgmmti teacb 
Tius farytf like, that it, thus far yu reaeb. 
Sinti thin the Vttt tfjull traa thtufand Tiart 
H»s Crvmd this Plot, and all the Dead art thtlri, 
Think it a Dtbt pi pay, ntt ilimi ytagive, 
Avd ifiytw •»» Defence, let Ihii Play live. 
Think 'em not -vain, whea Sophoclci ii Jheam, 
Tt fralft his Wtrth thty humbly dfttt th-ir mn. 
Tit ai Tieait. States eaih tther'i Piw'r ajfuri, 
Wtak Ptett lyCtnjunaian a'- fteure. 
Th(ir Treat is wh 't ytur Pahtis relijb m'fi, 
Charm! Stng! and Shiw '. aMardtr andmQhtfit 
Wt h>K» ntt what yiu can difirt tr btfe, 
Ti fleafejiiu mtrt, but taming */"<• Pope. 

C FINIS, 



